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CHAPTER ONE 

Tm doctor took out the stitches, swabbed the scar with a 
disinfectaat, and then made an examination of his patient. 
He felt carefully around the region of the abdomen, put a 
stethoact^ to ^ heart and Itmgs. He put^ ctinical ther> 
mometer into her motph. There was no chart, so he made 
methodical notes for his own use u/a little book he carried. 
^ A large wmnan with straw-coloured hair cut short like 
^ man’s stood in the doorway. She wore a rough grey 
cotton unifonn and carried a Uttle diipped enaip^ dish 
discarded dressings and stitches. Anothfr woman lying on 
an iron cot had turned on her side to s^ what was going on. 

The doctor folded up his stethoscope and put it in his 
bag, took the thermometer out of the patient’s mouth and 
went over to the narrow window to read it. 

The woman in the doorway said in a hoarse voice, " What 
a fuss, what a fuss over notldngl’’ 

The doctor frowned. He was a tall, roughly-built 
young man with a bony red face and pointed cheekbones,, 
his eyes were small and intensely blue. Only his thin red 
wrists, too l(Mig for the sleeves of his black xmiform, had 
a sensitive kxdt. 

"Temperature thirty-seven,” he read. He shook the 
thermometer down, put it in its case and came back to her 
iron cot. He <^>ened his bag again to put the thermometer 
away, and as he rearranged some bottles he said, "I have 
never teen a qpicker recovery. You have a very remarkable 
constitution.” 

The patient had been oliedient, moving as he told her, 
turning on her back or her side. Now she lay tm her back, 
bar hands clasped on her chest, and two long braids coiled 
like dark rivers in the gaunt little winter landscape of the 
blanket. Her dark ^es looked up at him attentively. She 
was about to say something and was gathering her tocath 
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for it. He felt it coming and braced himself, standing very 
erect. He fixed his eyes on the card at the head of the bed. 
“Emmy Ritter,” he read, “Emmy Ritter,” feeling some of' 
the same shock as when he had ^t read it. 

“Emmy Ritter,” his father used to say, his voice turning 
portentous, full of eagerness and disapproval. That was 
very long ago, in the country house striped with tree 
shadows. Every Sunday they drove along behind the 
bobbing tafls »f horses to visit “the dear Countess” who 
gave them coffee andswcet cakes. “ Ejnmy Ritter?" hewould 
say. “ Oh, yes, I saw hw in town last week. They say that 

fellow Schnitzler is going to write a comedy for her , 

Really, for such a young actress — ^but they say she’s pher 
nomenal. ,I saw Emmy Ritter in a caft. She was with 
some acquaintances of mine and there was a blond young 
man with them, Preysing, the actor. They say she is going 
to marry him. That will finish her career. No, I wasn’t 
presented to her — they say the Grand Duke gave her ‘his 

smallest Altdorfer as a wedding present No, no, they 

say he sold it to her; he is hard-up for cash They say 

Emmy Ritter has gone to America They say ” 

This Emmy Ritter. Perhaps the name wouldn’t have 
clung to him if it hadn’t been for the photograph. It had 
slipped between his father’s desk and the wall, and he took 
it and put it under the paper lining of his dresser drawer. 
It was the picture of a queen, the bad queen of a Grimm 
fairy tale. He especially didn’t want his mother to see it, 
though he was not sure why. He was a little afraid of it. 
For a long time he forgot it. Then one summer he came 
on it again. She wore a crown and a mediaeval robe, 
and her hair exactly as now in long braids. In her hands a 
basket. Saint Elisabeth, of course. He had forgotten 
Grimm. People had stopped talking abode her by then and 
he could make her anything he wanted. He knew a few 
big-boned girls and never noticed one of them. This Wiqg_ 
his “Ideal,” this heroic, tender figure, charged with life, 
vibrating with his wildest hopes and surmises. 

To think of it now disgusted him. Such a little fool I 
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All that romantic, sickly adolescence I He remembered how 
completely she had bem discredited, diminishing into a 
•mere furnishing of the country house and the time spent 
there, shrinking again to a photograph left in a drawer, a 
name spoken by his father’s voice. 

For years he had never thought of her. Only once did 
someone say, “Whatever became of that Emmy Ritter?” 
and someone answered, “Why, she went to America.” He 
didn’t know what had become of the photc^a{>h. 

Then suddenly he i^sad the name on a white card over 
an iron prison cot. In the crowdetf prison late one night. 
After the first shock, he had no time to think of photographs 
“cjr voices, for liere was something he recognised, directly 
before him, waiting for him, a territory very pr^se and 
demanding of him exact knowledge, % territory* where 
organs functioned and blood drculat^, a human body, in 
fact, remarkable, as he had just told her. Forty, or even 
for^'five, he thought, if she’s a day, but she might be thirty. 

“So I’m getting well?” she said 
He nodded, hoping she would say no more. 

“But when can I walk?” she insisted. 

He hesitated and cleared his throat. “Well, perhaps in 
a week,” he said. 

“Ohl” she exclaimed, throwing all her power into her 
voice. “Just in time for my execution.” 

She raised herself suddenly on her elbows towards him, 
and he thought she was going to throw herself from the bed. 
The woman in the doorway thought so too. She started 
forward, but the doctor motioned her back. 

“ Lie down, Madame Ritter,” he cried peremptorily. He 
saw both terror and mockery in her eyes. She only wants 
to point up her bravado, he thought, and to shame me 
once more. • * 

She settled back on her pillow, clasping her hands again. 
She closed her eyes slowly, smiling as though it had been 
a good joke, a little nervous twitch forming at one comer 
of her mouth. 

He turned from her to the woman on the other bed. 

# 
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This woman was equally condemned to die, but it was 
impossible for him even as a doctor to be interested in her. 
She was dying of tuberculosis and under*nourishment and‘ 
there was no will to live left in her. Her name — ^Anna 
Hofiinan — said nothing to him. She was not in his care; 
one of the regular camp doctors, himself a prisoner, came 
to sec her cveiy other day or so, and once when the two 
doctors met in the corridor the camp doctor asked him if 
he remembered those remarkable cherry tarts that used to 
be sold at Hoffman’s j^try shop: i‘It was her husband,” 
he said, jerking his thumb towards the doorway, “but I 
think she was the one who made them.” , , 

“I’ve never eaten them,” the young doctor said. “I’m 
new to this part of the country.” 

“WeU someone else has the shop now,” the camp doctor 
said. “The tarts aremot as good.” 

The young doctor said a few words to Anna and then 
came back to get his black bag that he’d left at Emmy’s f€et. 
He looked down at her and saw her eyes were still closed, 
but she was not smiling. 

Yes, in the photograph her braids were exactly as now. 
She was Saint Elisabeth of Hungary, certainly, carrying 
bread that turned into roses. That was what started him 
off. If she had been dressed as Maria Theresa, for instance, 
or Marie Antoinette, perhaps, he wouldn’t have given her 
a second look. 

“It’s my tough ludt,” he thought, “that we had to meet 
here. I’d certainly forgotten you. I thought you’d faded 
off into America, I thought you’d died in my bureau drawer. 
And I should have let you die there again, up in that crowded 
prison, before I had any time to think about Yoif didn’t 
matter to any one there. You djdn’t matter to me. I didn’t 
believe in bad queens or in good queens^any more, nor in 
jaded and luxurious actresses, fatal to country squires and 
their small boys. But no. I had to save you — ^for a reasao, 
that had nothing to do with old photographs or country 
houses or what the Countess said or what nay father said 
or what I,used to think. I wish you’d understand that, but 
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I can’t tell you that without telling you the other, too. It 
was simply because my skill rose up in me and recognized 
*a complementary skill in you, one I never thought of you 
as having, a skill to live. It recognized at once the urge 
that was in all your organs, glistening and elastic with life, 
and in yom blood hammering along in perfect equilibrium, 
the red corpuscles balancing the white. Yes, after all this- 
time it was our two skills that met, not like lov^, but like, 
say, a flute player and an Italian tenor, and*we did a duet 
together. That’s all. /aid that is tlje true and only reason 
w^ I saved you, Emmy Ritter, Damn you,” he thought, 
• why did youdiave to get caught?” 

* He cletued his throat and stared at her with his sharp 
blue eyes. Then he closed his bag witl\,a click •and went 
out. The woman who had waited in the doorway followed 
him carrying her little tray of dressings. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


In the great camp, which had formerly been a munitions 
factory, there were normally no women. At the moment 
there were^ three: Emmy Ritter, Anna Hoffman, and the 
one who acteef as their nurse. 

The camp was a wqjpld of its own. The men, who came 
from every walk of life, slept in barracks, ate in a common 
room, worked in the workshops, the kitchens, or outside 
the walls under guard clearing swamps and building roads. 
The lifpwas hard^and many of them when they came were 
already sick and under-nourished. There was a hospital for 
the worst cases, and most of the doctors were prisoners 
themselves, and some of them were very good doctors. 

There was a canteen where any prisoner with mcftiey 
could buy himself sausages, bread and tobacco. Anna’s 
husband, himself a prisoner, had been in charge of the 
canteen for two years. Dming that time she had been 
allowed to live here with him, and in the long winters, 
breathing the damp air of the swampy ground, living in 
an unheated room, she had developed tuberculosis. She 
got worse and worse. She could have gone away if she’d 
had any money to go with, but all the money they had 
saved had to be used in taking care of her mother and sister 
during this time when her husband could no longer earn 
any. Then one day her husband disappeared. 

Anna never knew how — escapes from here were almost 
unheard of. He had a position of some truit, but even so 
it was impossible for her to iiq^gine how he had managed 
it, and no one would tell her. It was stch a shock to her 
that she had a bad haemorrhage and couldn’t get out of bed. 

No one knew exactly what to do with Anna. She had 
no place to go: her mother and sister had finally left the 
country, having spent all her remaining savings. The prison 
doctor said Anna would only live a few weeks. And so the 
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commandant of die camp let them put Anna in a little 
room of the hospital, and another man was put in charge 
bf the canteen. 

He had been himself a Secret Police guard at one of the 
town jails, but now he was under “honour arrest.” He 
had, it seemed, fraternized a bit with the prisoners, and 
this was to teach him his place, so to speak. His wife was 
the big woman with straw-coloured hair, and if her hus- 
band had been tempted to any kindness she was heartily 
sorry for it and made up for it as b^t she could. 

The room where the two womdi lay was the smallest 
pne in the hospital, and the walls were covered ivith lime- 
wash on which other prisoners had scratched with their 
spoons. It was furnished by the two iron beds with straw 
mattresses and a rough wooden stand on which w^ two 
used cakes of soap, two tooth-brushesoand a can of tooth 
powder, two rough brown towels, and two forks and 
spoens. As they were both too sick to get up and go to 
the latrine, there was a covered iron pail in the comer. This 
pail was scrupulously emptied and the room was kept very 
.clean. There were no chairs and the single window was 
not barred. It wasn’t necessary. Just outside was a wooden 
fence, beyond that another fence, and still beyond was a 
fence of barbed wire charged with electricity, beyond that 
a masonry wall studded at intervals with machine-gun 
towers. 

During the three weeks that the two women had shared 
this room they had also, lately, shared a few faint whispered 
jokes, and one of them was that the wife of the new canteen 
keeper was not a woman at all, but a man. They called 
her Hefmann and insisted that she shaved every morning 
and that by evening you coujd see a faint fair bristle on her 
chin. They didn’t Itrust her. Sometimes when Emmy and 
Anna had been talking they heard her tiptoeing away in 
her creaky boots. And it might be only natural curiosity. 
They couldn’t be sure. 

Now they were alone Anna wanted to talk, but she was 
embarrassed because Emmy bad just spoken abo|}t death. 



The two women always talked as though it were certain 
they would some day be well and out of here. This was 
a sort of politeness they kept up with each other, the onl^ 
politeness really that was left for them. Anna waited, and 
Emmy lay with her hands rigid on her chest. Presently she 
opened her eyes and looked around as though to be stire 
they were alone. 

“What day is this?” she asked in a low voice. 

“I don^t know. Isn’t it Wednesday?” 

“1 don’t know. I^hould have,asked him.” She lifted 
her hand slowly and fan her fingers along her throat. “I 
suppose it’s better than hanging,” she said, ^ , 

“It’s quicker,” Anna said. * 

“I wonder. They say now in hanging the neck breaks 
right away.” * 

“ Perhaps they’re both quicker than we think. Perhaps 
the doctor will give you some drug to make it easier. He’s 
been very kind to you, hasn’t he?” • 

“He’s never insulted me nor handled me roughly, and 
I suppose this operation saved my life. I don’t think he 
did that from kindness, though.” , 

“ Perhaps he’s seen you on the stage. Young men often 
admire actresses. Could it be that?” 

“No, he’s never seen me. I asked him. When I left this 
country he was a child.” 

“How old would you say he is?” 

“Oh, twenty-five, twenty-eight, perhaps even thirty." 
They spoke in low, despondent voices with no hurry. 
They had all day to talk, and it wasn’t noon yet. They could 
cake no part in tlie routine of the camp except by the sounds 
that came to them, the bugle early in the mominf before 
daylight, the roll call and tl^e sharp, staccato calling of 
names and answers, the march of feet Outwards, and then 
the marching back again. In the afternoon more marching 
in the exerdse grounds, a quidc pattering sound as though 
a large herd of cattle were trotting over a paddock. Orders. 
Sometimes a distant voice haranguing. They guessed by 
the nois{ of the motor what sort of car was coming into 
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the compound. A big car, some official, probably. Or a 
.truck, more prisoners. Early in the evening a bugle sounded 
again, all lights were out. Sometimes in the night a white 
searchlight swung in a flash across their beds. Once Emmy 
heard an owl hooting. During the day there would be a 
great twittering of sparrows. 

Into this dim somnambulistic world the doctor came 
every morning. He stayed a few moments and said a few 
words. He was neither kind nor unkind. He showed no 
interest in them and asked no questions, other than medical 
on». Both women watdied him closely. His uniform 
Auw him liK&>all the rest and his face and body were rude 
i£d elementary like a golden Gothic figure made in a 
remote village. Only his wrists, so thin,and red'^d clean 
and always too far below his sleeves, made his gestures 
seem delicate and incongruous to what he was and to what 
he did in this chilly room. 

^ No, I don’t think he’s a kind man,” Emmy said bitterly. 
“ He only operated on me for the practice. I heard him say 
that. I was side all the last day of the trial, you know. Such 
a terrible stomach-ache I had, and my head bursting, and 
nausea. I thought it was fnght. But then the night after 
the trial I couldn’t stand it. This doctor came with an older 
man, a man whose face looked somehow familiar. He called 
him uncle. I heard him explaining that I had appendidtis 
and that at any moment my appendix would rupture, as 
it did of coiurse. He went over all the symptoms. The pain 
was dandng in me like a rocket and the other fellow stood 
there wagging his head at each word he spoke. * Let me 
take her to the hospital,* he said, * let me operate. You know 
I’m rotting With idleness.’ He spoke as passionately as 
though he were begging fgr a ren^zvom. These doctors! 
* There’s no rooi^’ the other man said, ‘ every hospital is 
filled.’ ^How about the camp?’ the doctor said. I don’t 
remember what they said after diat, but they must have 
decided tio bring roe here.” 

”1116 other man must have been important. Did he wear 
a uniform?” 
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“I don’t remember. But the doctor wasn’t kind, I can 
tell you that. It was simply that he’d got tired for the, 
moment of his own system. You’ve no idea, Anna, how 
tired they get every now and then. Esp^ally the yoimg 
ones. Whatever is still growing, still pushing and thrusting 
in them, won’t let them rest in it.” 

“Yes,” said Anna, “I’ve seen children get sick under too 
strict a rule.” 

“ Well, children show what’s wrong more cleanly. Crush 
them down and they’Htake to Sain* Vitus’ Dance, to throw- 
ing up their food, and Vetting their beds. The things men 
sometimes do, we don’t talk about. But » man like ih«k 
doctor can escape for a time by using the special skill he 
has, hia own private, personal knowledge. He does a thing 
that rnaybe he’s tke only one to do, and that makes him 
feel separate and alure again.” 

“Perhaps that’s so,” Anna admitted. “Still, I think he’s 
a good fellow imdemeath.” * 

Poor Anna, Emmy thought. To be grateful for a 
problematical goodness so deep underneath showed a 
humble spirit. She hoped her husband had been nice to 
her. But she was afraid from little things Anna had told 
her that he hadn’t been. 

They had talked a good deal about themselves, a little 
at a time, for they were both weak, over the long hours of 
the day and sometimes even at night in the dark when they 
couldn’t sleep. Anna was a woman of the simplest education 
who had spent most of her life over a big stove, but that 
didn’t mean she had nothing to talk about. She had had 
a husband and a child, who died in infancy. Her father 
died when she was a baby, but there had betn her Mother 
and sister and there had been^ends. She knew how to 
cook good food and she knew what badly ^epared food will 
do to the stomach. She went once in a long time to the 
opera. Her favourite was Der FreischUtz, because it made 
her feel so romantic, and every Sunday of her life she’d 
gone to mass, and she had had money in the bank and knew 
by just w^t hard work and what economy it had got there. 



Anna knew a great many things that are necessary to know. 
Emmy sometimes grew angry at those women who said 
they couldn’t stand other women because of the poverty of 
their minds and experience. Emmy liked all women like 
Anna who had kept their true quality and efficacy as women. 

Anna would have said more about the doctor, but she 
was interrupted by a fit of coughing. She had a little carton 
for sputum at the top of her cot. She reached /or it and 
coughed into it. When she lay back sweat was streaming 
down her face. • ^ 

E|iffi3)\dosed her eyes and wished she might close her 
gann^lso to 'Shut out the sound of Anna’s cough. All the 
scwi^ of the camp had an eerie, hypnotic remoteness, they 
came from a world of men invisible ayd unknovrp, but 
Anna’s cough echoed from Emmy’s own life. For it might 
be Sabina’s cough, that cough which had grown lately 
worse instead of better. It made her see Sabina as she might 
be at this moment, wearing a costly thin dress or a sable 
jacket, walking slowly across a room before the hard, 
curious eyes of women in deep chairs. It made her see the 
, lift of Sabina’s thin arms, her much-admired, too narrow 
hip bones and her air of devitalized distinction. 

What will become of her? she thought; she doesn’t eat 
enough when I’m not there. 

In her little flat were already two refugees, an old woman 
and her grandchild. The woman was the widow of Jacoby, 
the great surgeon of Vienna who committed suidde, the 
grandchild was a chubby boy of ten who practised the violin 
all day. But he ate enough, enough for two. 

Anna, having rested a moment, looked over at Emma. 
She sa^ that her heavy eyebrows were drawn in a frown 
and she was tapping the tigs of her fingers together ner- 
vously. Anna kne^ she must be worrying about her chil- 
dren again and it would be better for her to be able to talk 
about them. Anna knew a good deal about them already, 
but she could never get over being surprised that a woman 
whose name she had sometimes heard and who had lived 
the exciting, worldly life of the stage should have^o had 

IS 



such a dose, personal, even secret life with two chil* 
dren. 

This was the life Anna could understand best and like^ 
best to hear about. She Idled to hear about the rooms they’d 
had beseand there, filled with {HCtunes and books and signed 
photqgra^cf celebrated people and friends, and children’s 
toys on the floor, and the warm wet odour of the children’s 
laundry drying in the bathrooms. She liked to hear of 
their teas of jam and cakes and sandwiches and the stories 
that Emmy managed, to tell thent before she went to the 
theatre. The illnessel they had, crotq» and and 

stomach-ache and the tonsil operation <n Mark’ in Gh^go, 
and how Sabina nearly died once in a train in Oklahoiua. 
She liked to hear what the children had said, those bright 
sayings that are treasured in a family, and she knew how 
they’d looked, with their long spindle legs and their big 
eyes and pale faces, their ridiculously expensive dothes with 
real lace collars, and how Sabina was always melancholy 
and intelligent, and how Mark had such excitable nerves 
and such energy that each time F.tnm y came home she said 
first, “What’s Mark been doing?” 

All this she knew, and as she had an aptitude herself for 
family life, she began to recognize here the funily character, 
the special traits such as the shape of eyebrows and a way 
of ^leaking, a certain line of behaviour, the special quality 
of the atmosphere they created, so that when a new thing 
was told her about one of them she could say to herself, 
“How like theml” 

“How old is Mark now?” she asked. She had been told 
before, but she could never remember. She thought of him 
mostly, in the easiest way, as a little boy. # 

“Twenty-three,” said EjEomy. She turned a deep, fright- 
ened look, but she was grateful to Anna*for letting her calk. 
“ He’s tall and thin now,” she added, “ and he locks a little 
like me.” 

“Is he handsome?” Anna a^ed. 

“Not exactly. No, not really hwdsome. The best thing 
about him is the way he moves. If he were a woman Fd 
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say he had elegance. Men used to like to be thought elegant, 
ferhaps they still do, but they like another word 
for it.” 

“Does he dress well?” 

“Oh, no. It’s not that. It’s a nutter entirely of move- 
ment. A man must know how to use his body. To use 
the hands with fitness and economy is a good beginning. 
That’s why the doctor, grotesque as he is, sometimes has 
elegance, and a garage mechanic was the most elegant man 
I ever saw.” ,> 

“A'fii’V?,” said Anna, doubtful. “Then perhaps it’s 
Uep m se he’s ^'painter. Is he a good painter?” 

^®Ycs, he’s a good painter. Later he’ll be better than 
good.” < ' 'j 

“But does every one say so?” 

“A lew people say so even now. lid’s very \oung still. 
But I know.” 

“How can you know? You’re his mother.” 

“ because I’ve known so many bad paintcis.” 

But your father — he was a great painter. Every one 
•ha.s heard of Richard Ritter.” 

“My father? Oh, no. He was very talented and very 
fashionable. He certainly wasn’t a great painter.” 

lie was a painter who made a lot ot money, Anna 
thought. And what, by the way, became of all the money ? 
Painters and actors, she thought, can make a lot of money. 
But it was a long time, Emmy said, since she had earned 
enough to speak about, and money that isn’t constantly 
augmented melts away. Yes, Anna knew that very well. 

“Does Mark know about you?” Anna asked. 

“I don’t knAw,” said Emmy. “I thought it better he 
shouldn’t. You see, at first J* hadn’t been able to take the 
trial very seriously! Perhaps because I’ve read too much 
and been in too many plays. It was terribly familiar, and 
yet it wasn’t. And then, too, at first I thought it was only 
a question of the house. They wouldn’t tell me anything, 
not even what I was charged with. They talked about a 
lot of things in what seemed an aimless way: You have 
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lived in America and done so and so, you have come back 
here to sell your house. They asked all about that.” ^ 

“Did you have a lawyer?” 

“I had a lawyer, but I never had a chance to talk with 
him alone. And before all those other people I wasn’t going 
to give away what they might not know.” 

“Oh,” said Anna, nodding her head. 

“They Jiept asking me where I had put the money for 
the house,” Emmy said. “1 said here, of course. I thought 
they were only worried about that.* They even let me have 
a witness. Yes, they let Fritz testify for me.”^/'"\ 

Anna knew about Fritz, too. His was'la name,,^ai 
cropped up continually in the family stories. It seemeotftat 
at firsi* ■'ifrhen th^ were rich, when they went to America, 
he was the butler. He had been a young footman of Emmy’s 
mother. As Emmy’s fortunes declined he became still 
something eke, Anna couldn’t quite make out what. Emmy 
would say, “So 1 sent Fritz to Maik’s school and he brought 
him to spend Christmas with me in Chicago,” or “Fritz 
knew how to make a wonderful, sour cream sauce for 
venison,” or “I borrowed fifty dollars from Fritz.” But, 
finally even Fritz had to leave them. He opened a little 
restaurant, failed at it, and then came back to his own 
country. 

“So Fritz testified,” she said. “What did he say?” 

Emmy smiled. “He told them I had to his Imowledge 
sold my house for a sum deposited in this coimtry. He had 
witnessed the sale. The sum was small, he admitted, but 
he said I had no idea of tlie value of money. He went on 
to describe how easily I made it — merely tor appearing on 
the stage 1 And how easily I spent it. He hfd ofteii advised 
me, he told them, to put some by, but I wouldn’t listen 
to him. 1 was an artist, he said, irrespofisible, kind hearted, 
a little weak in the head. He was what is known as a 
character witness!” 

Anna gave a little laugh which turned into a cough 
and they were silent again. Anna was wondering what 
Emmy had really done to be given a death sentence. Anna’s 
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questions were always hesitating, and when she had asked 
t^em she felt very daring. Emmy was a grander person 
than herself. She knew that. It seemed strange to her that 
Emmy was willing to talk so much. It seemed strange she 
wasn’t more haughty and secret. If they hadn’t talked 
about Emmy’s trial before it was only because Emmy in 
her weakness thought most about her children. Now she 
was getting stronger and she had only a week to live. Anna 
could see that the stronger she got the less she wanted 
to die. * 

Einmy iist^ened to be sure no one was just outside. She 
list^^ned for the creak of Hermann’s boots or the steps of 
the other doctor coming to see Anna. ^ , 

No one was outside. Suddenly Emmy s'kid quickly* “All 
the time I was in America I tried to keep out of it, I tried 
to close my mind, to say it can’t all be true, or it will soon 
end. ^But I couldn’t. I thought that if I didn’t do something 
I would turn into corruption, I would die horribly, much 
more horribly than I shall die now.” 

“Yes, it’s been bad over here,” Anna said. “Times have 
t>een bad. But it seems there’s nothing can be done about it.” 

“ Plenty of people try,” said Emmy. “ Not enough, per- 
haps. And what they do is so small and so weak. Who really 
read those pamphlets, for instance? I mailed hundreds.” 

“Pamphlets?” Anna said. 

“Yes, when they finally came to the matter of the 
pamphlets my lawyer refused to go on with die case. Those 
poor, feeble pamphlets 1 He said I had deceived him and he 
hadn’t expected to have to defend a traitor. Then they said 
to me, * you see, we can’t even get any one to defend you.’” 

They heard the tramp of men coming back from building 
the road across the,^wampy land. They knew it must be 
near noon, and that presently thdr soup and black bread 
would be brought to them. This they looked forward to; 
it meant something to do, and they felt the cold a little 
less with food in the stomach. They had only a thin blanket 
each, and the March days were cold. After that they would 
take a nap, but to-day they both felt restless. They dbuldn’t 
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stop talking, and these forbidden things made a flickering 
warmth in the room. • 

“But how did you dare to come back?” Anna whispered, 

“I came because I had to have money. 1 had spent 
everything and Sabina was sick. I’d put up all I could to 
help people who were coming out and wanted to get into 
America. I was broke." 

“ But you knew they might get you if you came back.” 

“No, I didn’t. I thought they had nothing on me. 
Besides, I only expeefed to come ^ iar as Belgmuj,” 

“ Brussels ?” \ 

“Yes. It was the ad column of a New ^ork paper^at 
starte4 it. It said: JJ the dictators have tied up your property 
and itivestnients ut then countries it is possible to exchange other 
properties with incomes up to fifty thousand dollars for same. 
Then it gave a number to write to. That gave me the idea. 
But 1 should have known there was something phoney about 
that advertisement.” 

Anna would have liked to hear more of this too, but 
it often happened that their most revealing conversations 
would break off abruptly. They would hear a sound outside,* 
or they would be too tired. Anna would cough, or some- 
times just the weight and sadness of their words would 
stop them. Emmy’s brows drew in a frown again as she 
thought over the things that had gone wrong since she saw 
that advertisement in the paper. 

She sighed impatiently. “I ought to have asked more 
questions,” she said, as if she were explaining it to herself. 
“If I’d had any one here to write to I would have. But 
there was only Fritz. I was rather ashamed to asi)t Fritz.” 

“You didn’t have any friends here?” Anna asked. 

Emmy thought in silenc#for a mpment. “I’m afraid 
the best friend I had is dead,” she said. “ It’s been six months 
since I heard from him. Yes, he must be dead. He and 
Fritz were the only two I ever wrote to. Think how long 
I’ve been gone I” 

“You were lucky to have Fritz,” Anna said. 

“ H^was furious with me,” Enuny said. “ The first thing 



he said was, * My God, Madame Ritter, you oughtn’t to 
have come back.’ I said, ’ I had to, Fritz. I’m broke.’ He 
'raised his eyebrows and said very coldly, ‘ Naturally.’ Then 
he took me to his niece’s to board, and all the way there 
he scolded me for managing so badly. Still, I knew he’d 
do what he could.” 

“But you did sell it,” Anna said. “Did you get the 
money?” She knew there arc few things worse than losing 
money, no matter what high-flown things peddle like to 
say on the subject. , 

Emmy didn’t answer. She won&ered herself day and 
niglit whether perhaps Rieger, too, had got into trouble 
^Vcr the sale, whether he had been arrested, whether the 
money was deposited, whether Mark now had a fjt f heque- 
book in his hands and whether he and Sabhia and ^e Widow 
of the physician and the little boy w^o played the violin 
were having steaks and milk and cake made vTith six eggs. 

$he was exhausted with so much talking and her head 
throbbed, but she couldn’t stop now. 

“I hope Mark doesn’t know,” she said. “Nor Sabina. 
It would kill them.” 

‘ “But what will they think?” 

“I don’t know. In the end they’ll have to know, but 
when it’s over it will be easier for them.” 

“Perhaps it will be like that.” 

“I hope so." 

“ Still,” Anna persisted, “ if they knew they might help 
you.” 

“Oh, no. I’ve thought of all that. What could they 
do ? Write letters. Make protests. No. I did what I thought 
right t» do, and I must take what comes, and I want them 
out of it, Marx especially. He’s the one who would do the 
foolish things. Mjdte trouble for every one, beat his head 
against a hundred iron walls. You will think I’m exag- 
gerating, but I believe Mark is less fitted than any one I 
know to help me now, and the truth is I don’t want him 
to be fitted. Sabina is different. Yes, given time, it is within 
the realm of possibility she might do something. But not 



now. She’s too sick. And Mark would only get into 
dreadful trouble.” 

“After all, he’s an artist,” said Anna, accepting the' 
family standard. But it would be useful, she thought, if 
an artist could stop being one when necessary long enough 
to do what was required. After all, she thought, he’s a man, 
isn’t he? She began to feel drowsy and closed her eyes for 
a nap. 

Emmy 'lay staring at the white ceiling. How do I know 
what Mark is capable of? she thoyght, I’ve spoiled him, 
perhaps, I’ve thought ttfat unless he keeps to his own intense, 
original life, the virtue will go out of him. Apart from that 
life he’s a helpless boy with a bad temper, a boy who sonte-' 
times dripks too much, who once wanted to marry that 
awful *girl. Whaf was her name? 

No, but I’m rig^t. His mind has its secret balance. 
Everything he sees and knows, every sensation, must be 
turned into the maximum of a painter’s comprehension. 
That’s his job, and that’s his secret. Can he write protests, 
see lawyers, pick locks? No, it’s always dangerous to be an 
artist, but it’s more dangerous to stop being one. 

But, then, how could he avoid guessing what’s hap- 
pened? The house sold and perhaps the money deposited. 
The long silence. He knew, too, about the pamphlets, not 
much, but a little. And then if Fritz mailed the letter 

“Oh, I wish I hadn’t written that letter 1” she said 
despairingly. 

“What letter?” Anna’s eyes came open suddenly. 

“The one I gave Fritz. Just after he had testified for 
me. It happened I had a moment’s talk with him in a little 
waiting-room off the court. It happened too^that foe about 
five minutes before I was sitting with no one watching me. 

I had a scrap of paper that had come«round an aspirin 
bottle and on my wrist a little gold pencil on a chain that 
hadn’t been taken away from me yet. My lawyer was 
protesting to some other man that the case was about to 
take a turn he hadn’t expected and that he couldn’t defend 
me any longer. It would get him into trouble, he said. I 
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was beginning to be frightened. I wrote a note to Mark. 
When Fritz came in I took his hand and slipped the note 

• up his cuff.” 

“Do you think he mailed it?” 

“I don’t know. He looked stupefied and angry too. 
Perhaps he was listening to the lawyer. Perhaps he thought 
I oughtn’t to have endangered him.” 

“But he’s faithful, isn’t he?” 

“Yes, he is. But in all these years I’ve neiVer known 
whether he really likes me. I know he doesn’t approve of 
me. He may not have approved oi* the note. If he didn’t 
he’d destroy it. Fritz can be terribly ruthless.” 

• • She smiled, perplexed and rueful, thinking of Fritz, but 
her face quickly clouded. “He was right,” she jaid, “I 
oughtn’t to have written it. It showed IVas afraid.* When 
Mark and Sabina know it at least they mustn’t think I was 
afraid. I shouldn’t have written it. f can’t bear to think 
of jt.” 

Anna had a bad coughing fit and had to grope for the 
little carton for sputum. When it was over she lay back 
speechless. So many forbidden things they’d talked about I 
• Their words were so full of danger, they were exhausting. 
She was prostrated with fatigue. It would be better 
for both of them to take a nap now before their soup 
came. 

But Emmy couldn’t stop talking. She said, “When I 
talk about it, it seems as though I hadn’t known very 
clearly what I was doing, as though I began one thing and 
ended up doing another. I wanted most of all to help these 
people here, but how could I keep just to that with other 
things^ressin^; against me, Sabina’s cough and money that 
' we had to have, and even a hundred little daily happenings 
I haven’t told yoiv” * 

Anna heard Emmy’s quick, excited breathing, and knew 
she had what she called “worked herself up.” She heard 
her ttim on her side, lying so she could see the window. 
She glanced over and saw her looking at the gr^ sky, 
heavy with rainclouds. 
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“Don’t think, Emmy,” Anna whispered. “It makes it 
so much worse.” 

Emmy didn’t answer and Aima sighed and closed her* 
eyes again. 

A gust of smoke blew past the window, perhaps from 
the camp kitchens. 

Suddenly Emmy said, “But I will think. It’s too easy 
to stop. Too many people have stopped. How long do you 
suppose tite young doctor will keep his power to think? 
He’s been allowed to keep a spark ot it alive. But he can’t 
go on cutting out gair4)ladders forever with notliing to go 
on but a mystic obedience and someone elsc’s formula. It’s 
a pity there are so many left-overs, isn’t it? So muctf 
machiiysry lying around. Men can still build houses on a 
plan Someone el9e thought of. You and I know every 
woman can fry an egg. We can exist on a minimum. It 
would be a good thing if every time an egg were tried the 
formula was lost.” , 

“Most of us would be dead,” said Anna drowsily, not 
opening her eyes. 

“Maybe most of us would be more alive.” 

On the window ledge a sparrow with a small, bright, ' 
fixed eye lighted and drank a drop of water from a hollow 
in the stone. 

A sparrow had come on the ledge of the window the 
last morning in New York. Mark was showing her his 
lithographs, the etchings and the wood blocks. He couldn’t 
decide which medium to use. The series was to be his own 
“ Disasters of War.” Emmy saw at once that they were done 
with such intense passion, such fury, that in spite of the 
dense, modulated blacks, the powerful volijpies, they had 
almost a phantom quality. In'the tortured writhing of the 
forms moved a strange figure,*a I’arsifahamong the shades, 
subhuman and superhuman, clownish, paranoiac, idiotically 
pure indeed of all that man has known how to want and 
to command. Mark’s hands shook as he held the sheets. 

“This,” he said, “I engraved with a burin. I shaded it 
witli a rasp and emery paper. And this”— he held up a 
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lithograph — ^“1 brushed first on the stone with lithotint, 
but the medium won’t hold what I mean. There is nothing 
precise enough.” 

Later he said suddenly, “ Do be careful what you do over 
there, won’t you? They’ve probably got enough on you to 
hang you, if you ever get in reach.” 

“I will,” she said. “I’ll be careful.” 

He had looked at her with grey eyes under black lashes, 
alert and undefended. Then back to his sheaf. He flung 
them on to the table. • , 

“There’s too much pity in them,* he said. “Pity to-day 
is an insult. It stinks. It’s only a softer form of hate. You 
anH I are always pit 5 dng people.” 

But then the phone rang, and it was a friend telling him 
Marie had said she’d like to have one oi his things for a 
midwinter show of younger, contemporary men. He 
listened to this, and Emmy heard him trying to make his 
answers a little disinterested. But when he came back to 
the table his face was full of secret sudden pleasure and 
hope. 

^ Emmy thought. My God, who’ll look after him now? 

Anna coughed again. The sound of that cough made 
her and Sabina as alike as a length of eyelash or a turn of 
the mouth. The cough was gentle and resigned, an ad- 
mission of being of no great account. 

What if I’m wrong, Emmy thought. I couldn’t stop 
thinking about these people here, people like Anna. Was 
it any use? Was my pity and my t hinkin g any use? Is 
Anna really important, understanding only things like love 
of one’s family and how pleasant it is to have health and 
moneyed h*w to bake good bread? Perhaps only in 
millions could Anna ever copnt for anything. The young 
doctor would probtbly say that like a swarm of bees or an 
army of ants there would have to be millions of Aiuias. 
Perhaps Mark would say so, too. 

Is Sabina important, is Mark — even as an artist — im- 
portant? Do we all matter more than the sparrow outside? 
Because we haven’t thought of the right thing ^t, is it 
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all useless, all this love for the sufFering, the maimed, the 
inconsequent? 

I tried to say at the trial why Fd come here, what made 
me do what I’d done. They didn’t know what I was talking 
about, there was no commtmication possible. No precise 
medium, just as Mark said. But the funny thing is my 
action had been entirely clear and precise. They understood 
that all right. Too much so. 

The smoke blew past, the bird flew away. She began to 
dream of soup cookiqg in houses, little packed town houses 
and lonely farms. Afid of birds flying over bare brown 
fields that were stripped and ready for spring. And the lo^e 
of life rose up slowly through her whole body, so strong it 
almost shocked her. 

“6h, God, let me out of here, let me out!” she cried. 
But she hadn’t really made a sound. Anna still dozed and 
the footsteps coming down the hall were the creaking boots 
of Hermann bringing cabbage soup and black bread.* 
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CHAPTER THREE 


When the train crossed the river Mark half expected to 
make a definite passage into darkness, but it was like crossing 
any other river. The town they were leaving was thick on 
the plain, with a cathedral rising from its core and smoking 
chimneys on the fringes. Underneath the bridge the water 
was muddy and full, but with no beauty of its powerful 
nafiie about it. It was only a river in a flat country. On 
the other side the reddish fields, patched, with late- snow, 
were like those he had left. The same bare trees grew in 
an orderly manner, the houses were alike; even the people 
waiting as they drew up to the station might at first glance 
have»been brothers of those on the other side. 

It was about six, and the horizon was dense with a 
tender, lilac haze deepening into sunset. When the train 
stopped it was exceedingly quiet. A man passing down the 
corridor spoke the new language. “Those with trunks in 
the baggage car,” he said, “must go into the station for 
customs examination.” A few passengers got off the 
train. 

Mark opened his window and leaned out. The air was 
chilly, but moist and gentle. In a little yard next to the 
station two blond children stared at the train. He lit a 
cigarette and waited. 

Presently he saw two men in uniform get aboard. They 
made tbSir way«lowly down (he train examining passports. 
He felt for his in his breast pocket, took it out, then put 
it back again. * 

There was only one passenger in his compartment, a 
middle-aged man, fat, with hair en brosse and a big gold 
watch chain across his stomach. On one fat finger was a 
ring with a red stone in it. This man had been asleep and 
snoring most of the afternoon. Now he was awajee. He 
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took out a handkerchief and wiped his face, then a little 
comb and ran it through his stiff hair. He adjusted his 
ring several times on his jBLnger and yawned. 

The men in uniform stood in the doorway. “Please," 
they said, bowing, “your passports.” They were very 
courteous. They looked at Mark’s, stamped it, and gave it 
back. His passport was perfectly in order. Why shouldn’t 
it be? To the fat man one of them said, “So you are back 
again. Ilfow’s business ?” 

“Good,” the man^aid ponderously, “very good.” 

They moved on to^the next compartment. Some of the 
passengers whose trunks had been examined were straggling 
back to the train. Two women in mink coats, who were 
obviovsly Americans, walked past and got into a first<class 
carriage. 

Another man in uniform came to the door. He wanted 
to see their money. That went off all right too. Mark 
showed what he had and got a receipt for it. And then 
came another man to open the baggage. Mark had only 
one bag, holding a few clothes, and a big tin box of oil 
paints and brushes and some canvas in a roll, wood for a 
stretcher. These caused no difficulty; he had only brought 
them for the effect, for “face,” and so that was over 
too. 

He put his baggage up on the rack again and sat down 
by the open window. He lit another cigarette. He looked 
at the photograph of the Place Stanislaus at Nancy over the 
fat man’s head. 

Everything seemed to be settled, but the train didn’t 
start. He got up again and leaned out the window. The 
platform was clear of passengers. A man 'n uniform was_ 
making signals with his arms. The bell began to ring. The 
train moved slowly. He closed the window, sat down and 
took out a handkerchief and wiped his forehead. It was 
just then that the horror came over him; not the horror 
of putting himself in a trap, but the horror of forcing him- 
self to realize at last, by sight and contact, the existence of 
what, after all, he had never yet materialized and had 
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therefore believed only in one part of himself. The bell 
seemed to toll as they moved into the open fields. 

The man across from him vras staring at him with a 
heavy, curious stare. He could feel it as he looked out the 
window trying to see the landscape in the last of the rich 
sunset haze. 

“Your first visit here?” the man asked. 

Mark started, and was furious with himself faj; starting. 

“Yes,” he said carefully, “my first visit.” 

“But you speak the language,” tke man said. 

“I studied it. And my family came from here.” 

• ,“Ah, so?” The man looked at him unblinkingly. 

“Have a cigarette?” Mark said. He held out his case. 

“I don’t smoke cigarettes,” the man s-vd. • 

Mark thought, the fellow sees there is something queer 
about me. He put his case back in his*pocket, glanced out 
tlie window, but saw nothing now. 

‘'You’re an artist?” the man said. 

Perhaps it’s only that, he thought. “Oh, yes, 1 paint,” 
he said carelessly. 

“I saw your paints,” the man said, “then I knew you 
were an artist.” 

(Damned bright of you.) He turned and tried to smile 
heartily at the man. “Lovely country,” he said, making a 
motion towards the window. 

“Oh, yes,” the man said. 

The train had gathered speed. It was hurrying on 
through a violet twilight. He could begin to see his reflec- 
tion in the window. 

“I am a watch salesman,” the man told him. “I cover 
France, Hollafld and Belgium.” 

“Pretty big territory to cover.” 

“Yes, it’s too much really for one man, especially as we 
do a lot of business. It’s tiring. I’m gone three months. 
It’s good to get back.” 

“ You don’t like to travel ?” 

“No, I don;t like it.” 

“But it’s interesting, isn’t it? Travel broadens the 



mind.^ Is this too phoney, he thought. “You see how 
other people live and think. I mean perhaps we aren’t so 
different after all.” 

“Yes, we are different,” the man said. “Different races. 
The pure races are filled with idealism, honesty and 
strength.” 

“Well, that’s just fine, isn’t it?” 

The ]i;an nodded. He fingered his watch chain and 
moved his hands as though he wanted his ring with the 
red stone to be noticed. » 

“The French, for instance, are a mixed race,” he said. 
“What follows? It follows that they are hybrid, with ? 
hybrid intellectuality. The French as a race suffer from 
scliizophmnia. Sdiizophrenia means a split personality.” 

“Yes, we use that word, too.” 

“You see it in their politics. They have nearly fifty 
political parties in France. Here we have only one.” 

“Yes, yes, that’s right.” He looked fixedly at the Flace 
Stanislaus over the man’s head. He finished his cigarette 
and dropped it in the lidded metal container. 

The man fingered his watch chain and contemplated 
Mark in silence. 

“You are not interested in politics?” he said finally. 

“ No, not really. I suppose I don’t understand them.” 

“Ah, so,” the man said. 

For a while Mark looked at the man’s reflection in the 
glass. This meant acting as though he were looking out 
the window. But it was dark and he could see nothing. In 
a moment, he was sure, the man would call his attention 
to that. 

“Business good?” he asked» * 

“Very good,” the man said* “We make the best watches 
and we make them very cheap. But the 'exchange is not in 
our favour. That’s because the French keep debasing their 
currency. Still, our watches are the best workmanship and 
the most artistic, so they sell.” 

“ Naturally.” After this he closed his eyes and pretended 
to sleep... But he needn’t have bothered with the man, for 
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he got off at the next station, and he probably was, after 
all, only a salesman. 

* Two women came in together. After one glance at 
him they sat and talked in low voices about another woman. 
They thought the other woman was too extravagant. She 
spent money as though she had it, as though her husband 
really made it. 

“Of course, I’m not like that,” one said. It is always 
the same mysterious woman, Mark thought, about whom 
two other women talk. ^These two n^ver got tired of her. 
They talked of her for an hour. * 

He pressed his face to the window and watched the dark 
earth, flow under him. It was still possible to see a little 
because of the patches of snow, and he h^ the feeling of 
being sucked into the heart of the country on a sort of 
machine belt. .. 

The names of the towns, which seemed to him strangely 
close® together, were all familiar to him. It was curious to 
see these names, names he had heard all his life, embedded 
like rich nuggets in the family talk, big black letters now 
on railways stations in the dark. 

The snow grew deeper and the fields had become forests 
Sometimes in the lights at crossings or at little stations he 
saw straight narrow roads cutting into great forests of 
stiff black trees. Around all the lights hung an aureole of 
cold mist. The compartment was getting chilly. 

He glanced every now and then at people in the corridor 
as they passed. They were mostly men. Many were in 
uniform, some of them had thick, shaven necks that broke 
in painful-looking ridges over their stiff collars. 

At dhe statfion he opened the window to look out and 
saw directly below him a mivn in a black uniform looking 
up at liim. The illan had a pale face with dry, chapped- 
looking lips, and his eyes were fiery blue and intent. It 
seemed almost that the man recognized him, had come 
there on purpose to see him and to ask him something. 
Mark looked up and down the platform, nervously feeling 
the fiery blue eyes, and finally he signalled to a man with 



a little ptishcart and bought a package of Murattis from 
him. When the train pulled out he felt he had had a narrow 
escape, and when he sat down he had another moment of 
strangeness and fear, and even the language was thick and 
mysterious about him. 

After that, dinner was called and he got up and walked 
through several cars to the diner. The maitre d’hotel put 
him at a table with the two American women. He recog- 
nized them by their mink coats, which they had put on the 
backs of their chairs. Jit was hard to tell which was mother 
and which daughter, dxcept when tliey spoke to each other, 
for they were both painted and plucked and coifFed to 
perfection. They had the mannequin, puppet charm of the 
smart *American^ woman. Their voices were high and a 
little nasal but sweet, like clarinets. They were not at all 
self-conscious, though no one else in the car had anything 
like their prosperous air, and no one looked at them 
admiringly. Only once were they abashed. The meal* was 
very meagre and of poor quality, a soup thickened with a 
gluey substance, a meat stew, black bread, sour and rich- 
tasting cheese. Only the light beer was excellent. They^ 
criticized it freely in English. The waiter, an old man' 
with a face like a skull and a macabre dignity, watched 
tlicm. They took out cigarettes. 

“Waiter, what’s this little box for?” the girl said in a 
clear voice. “For ashes i” 

“For our poor,” said the waiter, his voice like the echo 
that comes back from a well. 

The girl looked at her mother and hastily got out some 
money and dropped it in the box. 

“How too, too awfull” shq murmured, smiling,* and she., 
looked across at Mark so innocently as though to say, * 
Wouldn’t I just put my foot in it? that he smiled back. It 
was for the first time in his life a comfort to see this familiar 
air of the expensive pet, entirely safe and of whom nothing 
was to be expected. It was like running across the Pekinese 
one had never cared for but that had been in a house where 
one felt at least secure. 
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When he got back to his compartment it was empty. No 
one came in and the train hurried on, its eerie whistle 
giving an occasional cry in the night. He could see nothing 
outside and he was tired. He hadn’t slept more than a few 
hours each night, not for weeks. The beer dimmed his 
thought a little. 

I’ll just take a cat nap. He leaned back on his seat. 

Suddenly he woke, all taut at once, seeing all {he lights 
of a big town going past. He jerked out his watch. Ten- 
thirty. They were here.. He began tg lift his bags off the 
rack, he put on his overcoat and vtr^ted. The train drew 
into a big station. 

* He got out holding his bags. A porter took them from 
him and put them on a baggage truck, v^ying he Vfould 
meet him at the side door where the taxis were. 

The platform was crowded with skiers coming in from 
the motintains. They were young and weathered and hoarse 
from«shouting in the cold, they smelled of snow and cold 
and their boots made a heavy tramping sound. He was 
swallowed up by them, he had to elbow and push his 
Vtay. 

Ahead of him were the mink coats. He saw their trunks 
and bags, all alike and striped like zebras, being trundled 
beside them on a truck. They were the sort who don’t like 
to let their luggage out of their sight, and they had managed 
to get the most efEdent looking of the porters. 

Mark walked just bdiind them through the gate and 
then, giving in his ticket, he almost bumped into them. 
They had been met by a tall woman in a sealskin jacket 
who was speaking to their porter. Her back was turned to 
him, buf he comld see the co^t was shabby and brownish 
at the seams, and yet with ipi air of distinction that he 
recognized. A kneft of too heavy ash-blonde hair was 
pressed untidily between the collar and a sealskin cap. 

As he was trying to decide what made this charming 
the woman turned, and he thought at once. Why, 1 know 
her. But she looked at him and her face didn’t change, 
and then he thought, No, I must be thinking of sqjneone 
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dse. But still he fdt sure he’d seen her somewhere. He 
couldn’t have seen two people like her. Her face was given 
strangeness by the eyes, which were unusually long and 
seemed dark, though they might be green or blue, and turned 
up at the ends under dark brows that also turned. Her nose 
was a little concave, with sensitive, wide, flaring nostrils, 
her lips full and beautiful. The eyes and her long neck 
showing through the open collar made him think of a swan, 
and he knew he’d thought of that before, too. She turned 
at once with the mink coats and walked away and he stood 
frowning, trying to i^ember. 

Absent-mindedly he walked to the front door of the 
station, where no porters and no taxis were. He stood there 
breatlling in th^ cold, humid air, full of the special odour 
of the dty, and looked into a large, dimly-lighted square 
with one or two people crossing it hurriedly. And still 
thinking of that woman the square looked unreal to him, 
the houses with their nineteenth<entury grandeur of 
public squares, espedally those that are brfore a railroad 
station, were false and dream-like. Almost forgetting for 
a moment what he was here for, he would have liked to 
walk alone, receptive, uncritical and romantic, through the 
strange dty. But his porter came around the comer of the 
station and called to him and he walked over to the side 
entrance where the lights were and got into the last of 
the taxis. 

“Where do we go?” the driver said. 

He hadn’t thought of the hotel, hadn’t asked any one’s 
advice or looked one up in the travel folder. Suddenly the 
name of a place he’d heard someone speak of, that had 
pleased him, making him think of gaiianded *1)aroque 
houses, came to his mind. , 

“The Four Seasons Hotd,” he said." 

The Four Seasons Hotel wasn’t baroque, but like the 
square before the station it had a look of the nineteenth 
century, when to travel meant something. He was received 
with an air of importance, almost of conspiracy. He turned 
in hi^oassport and was shown to a room with long red 
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curtains at the windows, an immense bed, a bath glittering 
with nickel. He locked the door behind him, opened his 
bag and took out his tooth brush, soap and bathrobe. He 
was going to haye a bath. But first he sat down to smoke 
a cigarette. 

He felt in his inner pocket where his passport had been 
and took out an envelope addressed to himself in a spidery 
foreign hand. He didn’t take the letter out; h«’d already 
taken it out so many times that the blue paper lining of the 
cheap envelope was tortl and hung qiSt in a long shred. He 
star^ at the envelope in despair, not at the writing but at 
jhe postmark nibbed and nearly obliterated. The postmark 
was impossible to read. He had puzzled over it under a 
magnifying glass, shown it to various people Who* might 
know. No one could tell him. When he got his visa at 
the Consulate the indifferent clerk had been unwilling or 
unable to tell him. For hours he had sat trying to conjure 
up, dut of all the names he had ever heard her speak, one 
that would match this one. It was no use. 

In the letter itself there was no clue. Then once more 
;he took it out, a piece of paper such as is used to wrap 
small objects, a bottle, perhaps, written on in pencil in a 
hand different from that on the envelope: 

“Daruno, — You were right about not trying to sell 
that place, but I was foolish and did so anyway. The 
money did you get it it’s to be deposited in the Park 
Bank in your name I’m in some trouble here but don’t 
try to do anything about it they’d only make it worse 
for me Doctor Miller is the one for Sabina don’t forget 
Doctor Milftr he’s the best perhaps it will turn out all 
right ” 

And here something scratched out and no more. 

He knew it by heart. He knew every stroke of the pencil, 
written in terrible haste. He had felt sinking into his blood 
the anxiety and fear that had reduced these words to a 
childish babble. He felt, even after all these readings, the 
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ever-fresh anguish of fright and disorder and worst of all, 
the haste, as though she had only time to whisper in his, 
ear as she flew past, as though she had indeed gone and 
there was no catching her ever again. 

He put the letter away and dropped his head in his hands. 
In his bag were other letters, a little bundle of them, of 
which he had tried to think with some hope. Letters written 
by a judge, the president of a sodety for bettering inter* 
national relations, a well-known painter, the director of a 
theatre, cautious or fpdignant lefrers, asking that he be 
given what help was possible, deploring that a woman 
whose art had once made a friendly link between twQ 
countries should be treated with a severity perhaps exag* 
gerats!. *And so«on, but all futile because the writers of 
them knew they were. 

He got up and v^alked up and down the room. Then he 
decided to go down and And a bar, to have a drink and hear 
people talk. *' 

Yes, there was an “American Bar.” It was an after- 
thought in the hotel, very modern in its appointments and 
very small. He sat on a high chromium stool and ordered, 
brandy. In a moment some people came in from the cold 
street outside and crowded around a table behind him. 
They were in evening clothes, and he thought they were 
English and Americans, and they astonished him by being 
like the mink coats, just the sort of people who always 
travel and come to bars after the theatre. What were t^y 
doing in this country? 

They had been to hear the Rosenkavalier. 

One of the women said, “Ursuliac was divine. She’s a 
better Marschallin than Lehmann.” 

“Nonsense,” a man said,< “Lehmann has tenderness. 
Ursuliac is a marionette.” 

“But you don’t understand, darling,” the woman said. 
“It’s a terribly perverse thing, really. All those women 
making love. That’s what’s simply heaven. That’s what 
gives it such an unearthly tensity and languor. And then 
there^^ definite tang of madness about it. They recognize 
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that so well here. Of course they’re like marionettes. They 
should be. Lehmann is wholesome as a cabbage.” 

Mark saw a man behind him in the glass, a man who 
wasn’t either English or American. He was an officer in 
uniform, with the stiff collar of his tunic holding up a 
strikingly handsome head, a head that made one think at 
once of Roman emperors. He wasn’t young, his hair 
brushed flat back from his forehead was thin, his»sculptured 
face, with straight nose and fine cheek-bones, was a little 
sagging below the full lips. His paloblue eyes had a heavy, 
dreamy, fixed look as though he had lived through extra- 
-ordinary disciplines, or had just taken a drug. 

He said to the woman, “And shouldn’t one be whole- 
some?” As he spoke he put a monocle in his eyes and/umed 
to look at her. 

“Oh, Kurt, you’re too divine 1” she told him. “You 
ought to write for the health magazines. Really, you 
ou^t.” 

She had a little dark agate face and her gestures were 
those of a sick child, huddled, trivial and melancholy. She 
was drinking a glass of milk. 

“You talk like Bernarr MacFadden,” she said. 

“Who is that?” he asked. 

“You know, Kurt, you ought to be wearing a clerical 
collar. I can see you being terrible to the congregation, and 
then making ghastly little naughty jokes to show you’re 
human. What a beastly lover you mtist make, Kurt. Simply 
beastly. I’ve often thought so.” 

Mark paid for his brandy and got up to go. As he left 
the bar he heard her say, “ Now Kurt’s mad. He’s leaving. 
Why (Jo you Suppose Kurt’s* mad?” 

At the door he bumped «nto the officer and each drew 
aside. The officer Tooked at him with a blind, sleepwalker’s 
eye. “ After you,” he said. Mark walked out ahead of him. 

The people in there had turned his stomach, and he hated 
this man whose heavy, contemptuous feet he heard behind 
him. He’s a dope, he said to himself. Positively no opium 
smoking allowed in the elevators. ^ 
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Then suddenly one of those lifts came to him, an instinct 
for hope and for action. A certainty of knowing just^ 
what to do. 

He stopped at the desk and took out his letter and handed 
it to the night concierge. “See if you can read where that • 
came from,” he said. 

The concierge took the letter and held it under a little 
bulb. He .pursed his lips so that his walrus moustaches 
brushed his nose. “I think it’s a town very near here,” 
he said. \ • 

“Near here? How near?” 

“About two hours by train. In the mountains. It ha^ 
very good ski-ing.” 

“Will you write it down for me?” 

“Certainly, sir.” The concierge took pencil and paper 
and wrote it down.* 

“I want to go there,” Mark said. “Will you get me a 
ticket?” 

“To-morrow?” 

“ No, not to-morrow. What day is to-day — Wednesday ?” 

“Wednesday, sir.” ; 

“Then get me a ticket for Friday. I have things to 
attend to here first.” 

“Yes, you ought to see the city first, sir.” 

“That’s what I thought. Better make it Friday.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

He went giddily upstairs to his room. It was, after all, 
as easy as that. Because he had seen the name written at 
last, and with such assurance everything looked different. 
Now perhaps he knew exactly where she was, or at least 
where Fritz was, since the envelope was in Fritz’s writing 
and he must have mailed it far her. 

And to get hold of Fritz was all important. It was years 
since they had seen Fritz. Every Christmas he sent them 
a postcard and Emmy sent him a present. He moved from 
town to town at different jobs, each one a little humbler 
than the one before. It was Emmy who kept track of 
him ai^ only she knew where he was now. Mark had 
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looked through her desk, but found no trace of Fritz’s 
address. 

But now it was all going to be settled after all. Difficult, 
perhaps, but when you begin to see the first step 

In the long glass between the windows he saw another 
man, vigorous and efficient. Now I’ll do this, he said, and 

maybe that will happen, and at the very worst Why, 

I can handle this. . 

He stepped back and knocked his paint-box over. He 
was too tired to pick itf up. He pu^ed it tmder the table 
with his foot. He fell out of his clothes, bad a hot bath, got 
inp bed and was asleep as soon as he touched the pillow. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


In New York, when he sat in that first blind fear, he kept 
saying to* himself, nothing is really hopeless so long as I 
keep my head. I must cut out all the emotion, go about 
it as though it were^omeone els^s afiair, and as though 
I’d never heard about those people or anything that hap- 
pened there. . • 

Hardly knowing what he did, he took his sheaf of litho- 
graphs* ahd tore* them up and threw them in the waste 
basket. He would have to become a new man, imburdened, 
stronger and more Innocent. 

The first thing to do, he said, is to keep the worst of it 
from Sabina. If I talk it over with her we’ll both to 
pieces. And I can’t worry about her knowing it and waiting 
here. I have to be able to think of Sabina as all right, which 
means 1 have to be able not to think of her at all. 

The next thing is to get letters from people. I can’t gel 
many because it would take too long. And probably they’d 
be no use anyway. Then of course I must find out the 
name of a good lawyer, one who would handle a case like 
this and not be afraid. That’s what any one would insist 
on first. People always have lawyers. 

He spent a day questioning those people with whom 
Emmy had been working to distribute information and to 
help refugees. They told him of a lawyer named l^nning. 
He lived in the city where sh^had sold her iiome. He was 
very clever and he had defended so and^ so, and so and so. 
There was no question but that he was the man. 

Then on the street he ran into a man he knew rather 
well. He had been in the embassy in Washington and was 
a collector of modem painting. He had resigned fmm the 
diplomatic service to marry a rich American widow and 
live i^New York. He was greatly interested in Mark’s 
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work and had bought two of his pictures. Mark told him 
«rhere he was going. 

"When?” the man asked. 

“Day after to-morrow,” 

“Have a drink with me,” the man said. 

They stepped into a bar and the man asked him a few 
questions about his trip, where he would go and whom 
he would see. • 

“Poor, dear old town!” he said. “You’ll just miss the 
carnival, won’t you? How Pd like to see it all againl” 
Mark said nothing, and suddenly the man leaned for^ 
«rard. “In any trouble?” he asked. 

“Yes, a little,” Mark admitted. , 

The man didn’t ask him any more, bift as they got up 
to leave he said, “Wait a minute. I’m going to give you 
a card to a friend of mine. It may not do you the least 
bit of good, but you never know.” 

ife took out a large visiting card. “This fellow has a 
very nasty job,” he said apologetically as he wrote a note 
on it, “ but he’s powerful, and perhaps that’s what you want. 
IH don’t know, of course. Anyway, he’s rather nasty himself, 
out also a bit of an exquisite. Loves pictures and collects 
bibelots and goes to the theatre a lot. Wrote a play once, 
in verse. In those days the police wouldn’t let it be given. 
Nasty and exquisite, but rather charming, and right on the 
top of the heap now.” 

He handed Mark the card and suddenly his face changed. 
He looked uneasy and as though he’d like to take the card 
back again. But Mark thanked him and put it quickly in 
his poclfict. ^ 

* “ I’m very grateful to yoif,” he said. 

“ Well, don’t us<i it unless^ou have to,” the other man 
said. “I mean, it’s a far chance. So-long and good luck.” 

When he got home Mark saw the card was addressed to 
the Commissioner of Secret Police and began in a friendly 
way: “Dear Rudi " 

The morning after he arrived at the Four Seasons he 
got up early, had his coffee, and looked up Henning in the 
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hotel telephone directory. When he called the house a 
maid said, "Mr. Henning has been very ill. He has just 
come hack from the hospital yesterday. He sees no one.” 

“Tell him it’s a client from America,” he said. “Very 
urgent.” 

“Mr. Henning is taking no clients,” she said brusquely. 
“He can see no one,” and she hung up. 

He sat down and wrote Henning a letter. In it he put 
a note from a man in New York and sent it by a messenger. 
Then he went into tfie bar to wait. He took the telephone 
book with him and ruffled it through and through, looking 
at the names, hoping for one that would strike him ac 
familiar, some old friend, some unexpected ally. He said 
to hhnself that*it was only a matter of doing the right 
thing, carefully, step by step. Now that he had begun to 
act he was already more alert, he was sharpening his instinct, 
uncoiling every fine filament of perception, so as to be 
ready to seize, when perhaps it came along, some hidden, 
minute change, some diversion, some tiny tentacle, that 
would lead him from failure to success. 

All he recognized in the telephone book was the Con- 
sulate of the United States of America, but he distrusted the 
Consulate. If the lawyer, if the influential friend, the letters, 
the protests, failed, then he’d have to cut himself loose and 
burrow into obscurity, and the less they knew of him the 
better. 

The answer came saying Mr. Henning would see him 
at once. He’d half expected a refusal, but the law after all 
was best, provided it could be made to help him. In his heart 
he was doubtful of it. It seemed to him tp share <<'he per- 
verse and obstinate quality df medicine: when you really 
need it, it offers only dogma, fflke an oqtwom religion. He 
felt an irritated fear of its mysteries. Even as he snatched 
his hat and went for a taxi he said to himself that he mustn’t 
hope for too much from Henning, but that after all there 
are still powerful forces and more living mysteries to fall 
back on. 

HeiAiing lived in an apartment house off Leopold street, 
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a new building with flower-boxes giving an expensive look 
tp the windows. The elevator was a handsome, bronze, 
roccoco cage. As soon as he stepped into the apartment he 
knew H enning was a prosperous man who loved his pos- 
jaessions and his family. The drawing-room was modem 
and excellently furnished, pale voile hung at the windows, 
glass of pure design held sprays of flowering plum, a bronze 
portrait head he guessed to be by the sculptor Kolbe stood 
on a low lacquer table. It was also, he saw as he crossed 
it, a woman’s room; tlie pale colours, the many taffeta 
cushions, the care of the flower arrangements, the photo- 
graphs of children on the table, told him that, and the little 
maid, blonde and weazened, prematurely old, in ai^ im- 
maculate uniform, was somehow unmistakkbly a wonilan’s 
maid. 

She took him into a study lined with books where 
Henning sat in a chair by the window, a fur coat over his 
knees.* His first impression was that Henning was indeed 
a very sick man. His sickness, which Mark had taken for 
an excuse, was so obvious and had such a hold on him, that 
.v*t was the most important thing about him. His face was 
•^xy, between a stiff brush of greyish hair and a greyish 
pointed beard. His eyes showed his sickness most. They 
were small and clever, but they had a surprised and exhavisted 
look and as though all his attention were being forced now 
into the twirling of one fine, fragile thread. 

“I must apologize,” said Mark, “for insisting on this 
interview, but I’ll try not to take up too much of your 
time.” 

“ Sit tjpwn,” |aid Henning. His voice was weak and he 
breathed with some trouble. 'He pointed to a chair and 
Mark sat down. , * 

“My note,” he said, “explained who sent me.” 

Henning nodded. 

“And of course I’m in trouble or 1 shouldn’t have been 
so urgent.” 

“ I’m used to people in trouble,” Henning said. His pur- 
plish lips-parted, either in a smile or a little gasp for b)-eath. 
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"Shall I go right to the point?** Mark asked. 

Henning nodded. . 

“I came because of my mother, Madame Emmy Ritter.** 
“I knew her slightly,** said Henning, “many years ago.* 
“You perhaps know then that she*s been living ill 
America for a long time. My father died in America. She 
came back some months ago to see about a house she had 
here and she made a bad mistake. She sold it and had the 
money from the sale deposited in America.** 

Henning*s breathing, he sawj was difficult. The grey 
tufts of hair on his (^n and neck went up and down with 
little palpitating motions like feathers on a trembling biiri. 
“Oh,** said Henning. “And she has been arrested?** 
iil*nt a£raid*so.** 

“Is your mother an American citizen?** 

“No, sir. I afn, and my sister also. My mother did 
however, take out first citizenship papers before she left 
America. She had a re-entry card, but she was afraid she 
might lose it. She has a habit of losing things. And the 
first citizenship papers would help her to get back in any 
case. Besides, she has wanted for a long time to change h^ 
citizenship. She’s put it off in the way one does.** '' 

“ But she is still a citizen of this country and so subject 
to its laws.** 

“Yes.** 

“She realized, I suppose, the danger of violating the 
exchange laws?** 

“ I suppose so. It*s hard to be sure how much a woman 
realizes that kind of danger.** 

“Yes.** Henning didn’t smile over the light-hqairtedness 
of women. “But you’re not- sure she’s been arrested?” 

“I suppose I am sure. I hUd a quee^, broken sort of note 
from her. A month ago. I’ve heard nothing at all since.” 
“How did you know about the sale?” 

“I knew she came abroad to sell the house. She went 
first to Belgium because of an advertisement in one of our 
papers, put there, it seems, by a broker in Brussels who 
made«a business of exchanging property. She wrote to 
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him first, but the answers were slow in coming and not 
^tisfactory. She finally went herself. She wrote me from 
Brussels t^t when she got there the ofiice was closed, but 
that they told her it had been moved here. They told her 
it was now quite safe to come here and negotiate it. As 
soon as I got the letter I cabled her not to, but unfortun- 
ately she’d already left. A little later I had a letter written 
from here saying she had seen the broker and distrusted 
him at sight. But she also told me that she’d met a friend 
of ours from New York who would buy the house. I 
couldn’t cable then because she’s so* terribly careless she 
^dn’t give me her address. She evidently went into a hotel 
to ^ite her letter and used their paper. She was boarding, 
she said, with the niece of an old servant of,ours. kh^en’t 
even the servant’s address. Then, as I said, came this brief, 
troubled note, and no more.” • 

"But she did tell you that the sale was made?” 

“Tes.” 

"And that the money was to be deposited in America?” 

" Yes. And later I received a short note &om our friend 
fnd a notification from the bank that the money was 
chposited.” 

Henning said, "So I’m to understand that your mother 
sold her house here (the famous Ritter house, no doubt) 
and had the money deposited in America. 1 don’t think 
either she or your friend would have dared negotiate such 
a thing openly. She must have taken a small, token sum 
for it here. In fact, it couldn’t be done any other way. 
That in itself, if it were discovered, would be enough to 
warrant her arrest and even a trial for treason, but from 
the circumstance of the arrest, I mean the apparent secrecy, 
I think there must be more to it than you are telling me. 
Was there to your knowledge any other reason why Madame 
Ritter might have been arrested?” 

Mark took a deep breath. 

"I don’t know what to say. There— there might have 
been, but her note — the last one — only spoke of the house. 
I feel sure that’s the only thing involved.” « 
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"And you have heard nothing from Madame Ritter since 
that note? Do you know where the note came from?" , 

"1 am very much afraid it came from prison. There is 
also a possibility — no, I don’t know what to think. It was 
scrawled hastily on a scrap of paper. But the envelope was 
in the handwriting of our old servant So at first I thought 
she might have been hiding. But if that were true I would 
certainly have heard from her again, or even from the 
servant. But apparently he was badly frightened. No, she 
must be in prison. 

“I think it’s extremely likely,” said Henning dryly. 
“Tell me, have you made any efforts in America to hejlp 
Madame Ritter?” 

“14oi As I tpld you, she isn’t an American citizen.” 

“And here? What have you tried to do?” 

“I’ve just come. I don’t know where to begin. I haven’t 
the servant’s address. He’s an obscure old man who moves 
around from job to job as he can get it. All mother’s friends 
are dead or scattered. She left here twenty-four years ago. 
I know that except for the man who bought the house, 
whom she ran into almost by accident and who is now bacV 
in New York, she saw no one she knew. But I’m sure that 
if she was arrested she was given some sort of trial. And 
she must be in some prison. A lawyer, I thought, is the 
man to get her out.” 

Henning looked at him curiously His questions had 
been brisk, and Mark could see that left intact, he was an 
energetic man who looked at trouble with the bright, 
precise eye of pleasure. “ How I am going to clean this upl” 
he would say. But now he was already tired and his breath 
was coming heavily. Hidden things, that Mark couldn’t 
g^ess, were dimming his clasity. His spontaneous impetus 
was lacking. It was almost sad to see the natural talent 
of the man surrendering to caution. 

In a lower voice Henning said, “Of course, I see you 
don’t choose to tell me the whole of what’s involved in this 
story of Madame Ritter. That alone makes it impossible 
for me to help you. But I have heard a few rumours of it 
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myself, and these, with what you have told me, are enough 
to show that Madame Ritter was tried, probably before the 
'i‘eople’8 Court, for treason." 

His emphasis on the last word made Mark repeat vaguely, 
“Treason." 

“I see,” said Henning, “the word doesn’t mean much 
to you.” 

“Perhaps not. It should, I know.” Mark repeated it 
to himself. Treason. In the bookish atmosphere of 
Henning’s room it had something oratorical and false. “I 
don’t believe I have ever used it,” ’he said, “except in a 
history class.” 

’“TTiat’s unfortunate,” Heiming said. “It’s very real 
here. It can carry the death penalty.” , . * ^ 

“Whatl” Of course he’d thought of that. But that he 
truly could not believe. A woman is not executed. Not a 
woman who had laughed with him over private jokes, not 
a woman who was so full of life that she cotildn’t fry bacon 
or take a shower without singing at the top of her lungs, 
who had a heavy knot of still black hair, each hair of which 
he knew, whose hands he knew and the shape of the nails 
I nd all the gestures. Something so known, so intricate, so 
loved, is not destroyed because a house somewhere, that he 
had never seen, changes hands and money finds its way to 
a New York bank. 

“I can’t believe that,” he said. 

Henning saw he couldn’t. “ The sentence isn’t necessarily 
death,” he said, “and if it is, it isn’t necessarily carried out. 
There may be extenuating circumstances. I don’t know. 
On the other hand, there might be circumstances that would 
make iif worse** for her.” H^ looked again questioningly 
at Mark. 

“ I think not,” Mark said, “ nothing they would be likely 
to know.” 

“Don’t be too sure of that. And don’t be too sure, 
because you come here feeling in your heart very superior 
to all this, that the authorities here abo take a negligent 
and lofty view.” ^ 


47 



“Oh, I know that Don’t think, please. I’ve come here 
to waste time on questions of superiority. I want to recog- 
nize all the facts. Indeed, I want to know exactly what the 
facts are so they can be dealt with. And then I want to do 
whatever can be done. I came here to adt you, as a lawyer, 
what you can do for me.” 

It was asthma, among other things, that Henning 
suffered from. He reached for a little Chinese box and took 
from it i blackish cigarette. Mark lighted it for him and 
Henning inhaled it, flowing out .a cloud of acrid yellow 
smoke. * 

"I’m a sick man,” he said, and his clever eyes suddenly 
looked so hdpless that Mark, sitting down again, turned 
lus a^ay. Through the window he watched, for a moment, 
pigedns walking on a grey roof. He was beginning to get 
a cramp in his stomach. He took out a cigarette himself. 
"Do you mind?” he said. Henning shook his head. He 
lighted it, noticing that his hand shook. As he smoked he 
leaned his head back, ran his hand across his smooth hair, 
waiting for Henning to get breath, bracing himself for 
what he’d have to hear. Yes or no, good or bad — which 
will it be? ^ 

Henning picked up his card. “Mr. Preysing,” he read. 
"I see you don’t use your mother’s name.” He put the card 
down. “I’m very sorry, Mr. Preysing, but there’s nothing 
I can do for you.” 

Mark put down his cigarette. “But, Mr. Henning ” 

he began. 

“There’s nothing to say,” said Henning sharply, “except 
this; The best thing for you to do is to go back to America.” 

“ You can’t expect me to do Aat 1” Mark cried. “ The more 
serious it is, the more I must-do something about it.” 

Henning held the yellow smoke in Ifls throat and blew 
it out slowly through his nostrils. He looked at Mark 
with a flicker of compassion, the hasty, unwilling pity of 
a man who has looked on too many accidents and only 
wants to hurry past. 

“Yes,_ I suppose so,” he said. “But in the end you’ll 
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hare to give it up. As you tell it to me it amounts to this: 
Madame Ritter, a citizen of this country, has committed 
^e crime of treason against the State.” 

“ But a good lavjyer ” Mark began. 

Henning said sharply, “Mr. Preysing, this is not the 
United States.” 

“ But the case of Samson,” Mark persisted. “ He violated 
the exchange laws on a larger scale, and I understand you 
got him oif with a heavy fine.” 

“And how long do you think I can afiFord to handle such 
cases?” said Henning. The air, suddenly clear of smoke 
around him, showed his accusing face. “ How long do you 
'suppose I’d be allowed to go on living here if I continue 
to handle such cases? Samson was a close friend of n^ine. 
As it is, that case cost me a great deal, more than you can 
know. It cost me my health, among other things. I have 
a family, Mr Preysing. You don’t imagine 1 would sacrifice 
them^ do you ?” 

“Perhaps you could tell me of another lawyer.” 

“ That case, Mr. Preysing, is closed.” 

“You mean it couldn’t be appealed?” 

“It’s not a civil case. There is no court of appeal for a 
political offence.” 

“Are you actually telling me there is notliing I can do 
in a legal way?” 

“Nothing whatsoever.” 

“ But you spoke as though you might be able to do some- 
thing if you were willing to take the risk.” 

“ No, I only meant that I am surprised you would come 
here expecting me to take such a risk. There appears to 
be, Mr. Preysing, a strong strain of irresponsibility in your 
family.” , 

Mark set his te<!th and got up. “I’m sorry to have 
troubled you,” he said. “I had heard you were an excep- 
tionally courageous man.” 

Henning looked at him with his clever eyes full of anger, 
then as though in spite of himself, a clearer light came back 
into them. “Sit down a minute,” he said. 
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Mark sat do\m. Henning took another cigarette, but 
Mark let him light this for himself. 

“Mr. Preysing, ” he said, “I do tmderstand how you feel. 
Yes, I think exactly. Your feeling now, as I said, is partly 
one of exasperation at having to put up, even for a time, 
with the incomprehensible restrictions of a backward 
coimtry. But you’re also frightened since it is your mother 
who is involved, so you’re sure that with a certain amount 
of intelligence used, yours or someone else’s, a little pressure 
here or there, a littfc influence in the right places, even a 
little money perhaps,*the difficulty can be overcome. Isn’t 
that sol” 

“I suppose it is.” 

“ WeU, let mg tell you then that I am fully able to sym- 
pathize with you. It is, if I may say so, almost the typical 
view of the layman towards the law. You, on the other 
hand, probably don’t in the least understand us here. You 
don’t even understand my position.” « 

He looked around his study at the books as though they 
held suddenly his whole life enclosed in the four walls. 

“It wouldn’t make any difference if you did,” he said 
“As for me, I’m a sick man, as I think you can see. Pye 
had a complete breakdown, heart and other things. ’'But 
still, I’ll do all I can for you. Which is so little,” he said 
gravely, “that it won’t even put a strain on my courage. 
I’ll tell you those facts you came for. Madame Ritter, if 
what you say is exact, is in a dangerous position, and there 
are only two things you can do for her now: you can make 
an appeal for clemency, and you can get together every 
possible atom of influence that’s available to you. I don’t 
think there is the slightest hppe of any chtmge in Madame 
Ritter’s condition resulting fyom these, but I’ve lived long 
enough to know that just as the perfect case is sometimes 
not so perfect so the hopeless case is sometimes not hopeless.” 

“An appeal for clemency? You mean I must make one 
out in a certain form?” 

“That I will do for you,” said Henning. 

“Bijt influence,” Mark began, and thought, how many 
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things I know nothing about. Influence, for instance. 
^What of it, and how does any one get it? Is it a matter 
of unheard of energies, or is it like beauty and talent, just 
a gift of the gods? “I suppose you mean letters,” he said. 
"I have some letters and a card to an official, an important 
fellow, I think.” 

He turned them out of his pocket and handed them to 
Henning. « 

Henning took his pince-nez carefully from the pocket 
of his dressing-gown and fitted theiA on his nose Mark 
could see by his face that he was not impressed by the letters. 
He looked them over slowly, however. Then he held the 
card up. 

“Do you know this man?” » • ’ » 

“A friend of his gave me the card to him ” 

“You know who he is?” * 

“He has something to do with the secret police.” 

“Exactly. He’s the local Commissioner.” 

“Does that mean he has a lot of influence?" 

Suddenly Mark had in his mind a picture of an Irish 
jiolice lieutenant, sitting bored behind a high desk. 

Henning gathered the letters together and handed 
th^ back. 

“See him if you can,” he said. “That’s your only 
chance.” And he looked at Mark with a scrutinizing look, 
sharp as a needle. Then his eyes, as Mark looked into them, 
grew dim with fatigue and perhaps like a mirror gave back 
a certain disgust. 

“I’ll make out your petition,” he said, “but don’t expect 
much from that.” 

“There’s oA more thing,” said Mark, getting up. “I’d 
like to be able to communicate with my mother. I don’t 
even know where she is. Do you think tlicy’d let me do 
that?” 

“I don’t know. Ask him.” He pointed to the card. 

Mark said, “ I must find out what the sentence is. There 
might have been a few other things brought up, as you 
suggested. Perhaps not serious, but on the other hdhd they 
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might count for a lot here. The sentence might be — ^it might 
be — anything. I must find out about that first.” ^ 

Henning’s head had relaxed on the back of his chair, 
his bearded throat was palpitating in its helpless, bird-likc 
way. 

"These trials in almost all cases are secret. I don’t know 
anything really about Madame Ritter’s case nor her 
sentence, "i 

He looked for the first time stupid and Mark thought. 
It’s because he’s lyin^. He’s keeping something back from 
me. But, then, I have to keep a great deal back from 
him, too. 

Henning reached for a bell and the little weazenetT 
blon^d maid apj^ared in her starched dress. 

“Good-bye, Mr. Preysing,” Henning said. “I’ll let you 
know what comes of the petition. You might let me know 
of any developments.” 

“Thank you,” said Mark. • 

He crossed the pale, feminine drawing-room as fast as 
he cotild. He had a fear of meeting Henning’s wife. The 
perfume of the plum blossom accused him, and the photcK 
graphs of the cUldren on the table. When he reached tijp 
front door the little maid looked at him with dislike,* and 
banged it after him. 

But as he stood in the street he thought, There’s a man 
who would like to help me. He’s decent and he’s clever. . 
He’d like to tise his cleverness and his decency too. But he 
doesn’t dare. What, then, can I expect from the rest of 
them? Certainly nothing from the Commissioner. And 
perhaps not even from Fritz, when I find him. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


At the outer door stood a guard, a giant well over six feet 
tall. Hit long black overcoat hiuig at an awkwiird length 
below his knees, he stood with one foot a little before the 
other, his rifle butt g:toundcd, the barrel clasped in his 
outstretched hands. The blue eyes in the handsome, empty, 
^ypimg face were fixed on a spot on the floor. He look^ 
as though he had been frozen in the moment of advancing, 
or as though a ball had just struck him and he had Sv&ycd 
forward but not yet fallen. 

In the room where Mark sat were a tlerk, sitting behind 
a desk, and a man waiting. The man didn’t look at him 
and* he didn’t look at the man; they seemed to feel an 
equal despondency and shame at being there. Mark sat with 
his chair tilted back, leaning his head against the wall. 

, He had to wait a long time. He would have liked to 
&'3^ke, but saw a sign saying that smoking was forbidden. 
He wished he had brought a book or a newspaper to read. 
He hadn’t yet learned how to put in an hour of such waiting. 
He wanted to set his mind loose and to suspend it in empti* 
ness so as to gather strength and freshness for what was 
coming. But he could think of nothing but what he would 
say to the Commissioner and what the Commissioner might 
say to him. 

To^hoose something equal in urgency he began to think 
' about Sabina. *On his last day in New York she had managed 
to get a few hours off. Fram the third-class rail he had 
looked down at ^er face, unpainted and rather plain, 
emptied of feeling so as to ease his going. Her coat was 
cheap and too thin for the whistling wind. She held it 
close around her neck. As the ship pulled into the stream 
he saw her hold a handkerchief to her mouth, but presently 
she waved it with the rest until she became a blu in the 
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crowd, not leaving, he knew, till the ship had turned in 
the stream. , 

He followed her back to the street, to a bus, to the shop 
again, and finally to their fiat. As she opened the door he 
knew she felt his absence like cold. He heard the gas sputter 
under the saucepan of milk and sihelled the sudden richness 
of chocolate. He heard the voice of the old woman, the 
wife of the doctor. Together they sat by a table in the light 
of a reading lamp, and the long evening passed over them 
both. The little boy ^ot out his \dolin and played in the 
next room. On the wall behind Sabina a portrait he had 
done of her three years ago bloomed in the shadow. 
he watched, it grew more vivid, while below she faded as 
though it^rew life from her. The droop of her lonely wrist 
on the chair arm became more than he could bear. 

It was a long jotumey back to the room where he now 
waited, and he found that one bitterness had refreshed him 
for the other. The waiting man had disappeared. He (%me 
back presently through an inner door. Mark glanced at 
him as he passed. He was a man with a beard and a fussy 
walk. He bustled across the room rubbing his fingers , 
together and stopped to speak with an important air to ^ 
clerk sitting behind the desk. It was obviovis he had suc- 
ceeded in what he’d come for, and was surprised at his 
success. Mark sat up straigbter, bringing his chair down 
with a sharp click to the floor. 

“Mr. Preysing, ” someone said. He got up and was 
shown to the inner room. 

The first thing he saw was the huge photograph on the 
wall and the draped flag. The face on the wall, the flag, 
the desk, were so huge that the man caught between them* 
looked small and harmless. • 

“Sit down.” * 

The voice fell on Mark’s nerves as smooth as milk. He 
sat down and looked at the Commissioner, trying to see 
everything about him at once. The Commissioner looked 
at Iflm. Mark saw he was a youngish man, perhaps no 
more thtin ten years older than himself, and he, seeing 
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Mark’s surprise, smiled, a deprecatory smile. Their common 
•youth made a slight levelling between them. He had a 
pleasing face, fair skinned but not unhealthy, with auburn 
hair and eyes, his mouth so sensitive, his full lips twitched 
sometimes at the corners. He was inclined to fat, but his 
belt was cinched in very tight and smart over a small, 
protruding stomach. 

“Mr. Preysing,” he said, “you come from a .very old 
friend of mine. I’m glad to see you. How is Carl?” 

“Very well,” said Mrfrk. “He’s mlrried. Probably you 
know that?” 

^“Successfully, I hope?” 

“ I think very much so.” 

“An American?” • • *» 

“Yes, an American.” 

“Oh, these American women I” the Commissioner said 
playfully. “She’s made him desert us.” 

“1 don’t know his wife well,” Mark said. He answered 
mechanically. These were not the questions and answers he 
had imagined. With Henning there had been a sharp 
atmosphere of haste. Everything was clear-cut and sum- 
iTfiry. Here there was a suggestion of amenities, of dawdling 
away a slack time. He almost expected to be offered a cup 
of tea. Because it wasn’t what he’d anticipated, it didn’t 
seem quite real. 

' “ Carl always was a lover of the arts,” the Commissioner 

said. “He still is, I suppose?” 

“Yes, he’s become quite a collector. That’s why 1 know 
him.” 

“Yqjj’re a painter, I believe?” 

• “Yes, sir.” • 

The Commissioner leaned back in his chair. “You 
should manage to do some painting here,” he said. “The 
country in the spring is lovely, and to my thinking it’s 
never been done, unless you want to admit that Breughel 
passed here on his way from Italy.” 

On the desk before liim was a neat pile of papers. They 
were typewritten and along the edge were syiriteietrical 
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holes as though they had been taken from a hie. They looked 
neat and imused. There was also a little porcelain vase fulL 
of purple and yellow crocus. “The first spring flowers,” he 
said, touching them with a plump, white finger. 

Mark thought, What was I afraid of? He guessed at a 
gentleness or a softness, something that seemed vulnerable 
and also the recognized and easily pampered vanity of the 
amateur.. Mightn’t this man be already delivered into his 
hands? His imagination leaped to a picture, suddenly 
complete and a complement to the one he had last made: 
his mother leaning over the rail of a ship, shouting above 
a din of whistles to Sabina’s upturned face. Then, wi,tl^ 
nothing changed, he felt a recoil: don’t go too fast. 

family of artists,” the Commissioner was saying. 

“ Richard Ritter had a great name here.” 

“Yes, I think at*one time he was well known. And my 
mother also.” He watched this word as it passed between 
them. There was no change in the Commissioner’s f^e. 

“Ah, Madame Ritter,” he said. “Yes, she was one of the 
promising young actresses of her day. I never saw her 
myself. She was before my time. But I’m passionately iond, 
of the theatre.” ^ 

“I don’t go very often,” Mark said. He remembereJ the 
play the Commissioner had written. The one the police 
had closed. 

“Probably you’re absorbed in yoiur own work,” the ’ 
Commissioner said. “ But as an artist you should. You see 
unforgettable beauty in the theatre. I always say there’s no 
plastic beauty like that of the human body used to express 
a truly great emotion. Its charm over sciilpture is^that it 
dissolves at once and re-forms again, alwi^s follows the 
exact line of life.” • 

His face became embarrassingly sensitive. It seemed to 
Mark that he might have become fat as a sort of protection. 

“Oh, yes,” Mark agreed rather vaguely, “the theatre 

” A doubt crossed his mind that the Commissioner 

knew what he was here for. But there were the papers 
on the desk. A dossier of some sort, by their looks. Before 



the Commissioner spoke he was uneasy again. It was too 
•unexpected to be true and it was also too good to be true. 
Henning’s face rose in his mind, bitter with sickness and 
fear. But was Henning just an hysterical fool? Was he a 
little touched by his sickness? 

The face of the Commissioner was the face of a man 
looking at a play. In its sensitiveness nothing seemed to 
be working from within, no indictment, no angef, his face 
showed only receptive eagerness. H^said, “I understand 
Madame Ritter was a success in America.” 

“She was at first,” Mark said. “She brought her 
£uropean reputation with her. But the theatre there has 
gone through a lot of phases, as it has here, too, I svyjpose. 
Her style of acting was the grand style. Evin in coined^ she 
always gave a rather artificial and stylized performance. 
That doesn’t go over now in America. I suppose the movies 
ther^ are responsible, but anyway a sort of deadly natural* 
ness takes the place of acting.” 

“Sail, she preferred to live in America even when she 
wasn’t successful there?” 

• He spoke gently, but Mark knew at once from his tone 
thatjie knew all about Madame Ritter. He was glad they 
were getting down to it. The sooner the better. 

“Yes, she preferred to live there,” he said, “or perhaps 
it gradually became a habit with her.” 

“I see. And her children — she has, I believe, one beside 
yourself ?” 

“ My sister and myself.” 

“You are both American subjects?” 

“Ye% sir ” , 

“When did you become aft American subject?” 

“I was born in America.”* 

“You are now what age?” 

“Twenty-three.” 

“And you have never visited your parent’s country 
before?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Still, you speak the language remarkably well^’ 
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“ We always used it in the family.” 

He didn’t say what the language was to him: its* 
extravagant, endearing diminutives, its rough music, had 
always been the medium of their close-knit life. It was so 
dear to him that he had never been able, when thinking in 
that language, to believe what he must believe. The words, 
by their association, wove a constant refutation; they were 
the words of his private happiness. 

“She never let u^ forget it,” l\,e said. 

“ Then you come here for the first time now ?” 

“Yes.” 

“But you have friends here surely, someone you ar^ 
staying You must have letters to someone.” 

‘^nly to you,” said Mark. He thought of Henning and 
of old Fritz, whereyer he might be. You don’t imagine, he 
said silently, that I’d be such a fool as to name any one. 

“I have other letters,” he said, “from people at hqme.” 
He felt in his pockets and got out his packet. “You might 
be good enough to look at them. I haven’t known really 
just who to show them to.” 

The Coimnissioner reached for the packet, spread them 
on the desk and picked up one to look at. He looked tlirough 
it quickly and chose another. This he only glanced at, 
and each one as he opened it got no more than a glance. 
He didn’t seem impatient or hurried, but the letters didn’t 
interest him. 

Mark pushed his chair back from the desk, crossed his 
leg and watched the swinging of his own foot. Presently the 
slight rustle of the paper stopped and, looking up, he saw 
the warm, auburn eyes of the Commissioner fixed «n him. 
He braced himself against flieir dreamy look, expecting 
some question that would be embarrassing and intimate 
and would have nothing to do with Madame Ritter. But 
the eyes suddenly evaded him and that question wasn’t asked. 

The Commissioner bent over his hie and lifted a page 
or two and peered under with a kind of coyness. “I under- 
stand, ”^he said, “ that you are a member of the Communist 
Party.” 



Mark answered, trying to keep at ease, “I was at one 
time. At present I am a member of no party.” 

“Ah, so? Why did you withdraw?” 

“I don’t sec why ” Then he caught himself sharply, 

said in a honeyed, confidential voice, “I found 1 couldn’t 
give it much time any more, and also I have to confess I 
couldn’t ‘even pay the dues. But also — I think a man can 
be excused for being in a perpetual unsettlement Sf mind 
these days. The party w^ taking a ntw trend. I wanted 
to think it over more fully.” Forget* everything, he told 
himself, but that glow of friendliness, nourish it as though 
^ were the last warmth on earth. 

“My interest in politics,” he said, smiling, “hw % bad 
habit of waxing and waning.” * * 

A faint smile answered him. , 

“Still, your sympathies are probably not entirely 
alienated from the party. Even without a political mind 
one has one’s sympathies.” 

Mark thought. Now is my chance. He heard the words 
not spoken yet: I believe after all Pm becoming a convert to 
yiur ivay of thinking. The sight of this country^ prosperous, 
happy,, eveiy one at work, all of one mind and enthusiasm, has 
begun to have its effect on me. Pm even considering going back 
to tell people at home something of what Pve seen here. 

, Why couldn’t he? It didn’t really matter to him and 
it wouldn’t be too crass. It was impossible to exaggerate 
the nalvct6 of these “political minds." Their thirst for 
converts was so strong they’d swallow anything, even the 
worst, the most obvious self-interest. 

He said, “Ii^the United States, you’ve got to realize 
that the Communist Party oSxrupies no different status, 
legally and constitistionally, from the Democratic, the 
Republican, the Farm Labour, or any other party. I may 
add it’s becoming there more and more what you would 
call ‘respectable,’ and that in spite of investigating com* 
mittees and newspaper agitation.” 

He smiled again, but there was no answer to tha^ The 
Commissioner’s face was graver. 
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“You see,” Mark went on, “the party has had to shift 
its policy a number of times. It has gpne through some 
shattering disillusionments.” 

“I should think it might. I should think that the grim 
spectacle of Russia, of Jewish internationalism ” 

“It isn’t that so much.” And his tongue said in spite of 
him, “it’s that many Conununists realize now* what a 
sudden tollapse of bourgeois democracy may lead to.” 

“You mean it njay lead to Totalitarianism?” 

Mark said, “Well, yes.” 

“ So in America the Communist Party doesn’t at present 
advocate world revolution?” , 

“J’m not competent to speak for the Communist Party 
in Xmerica. I ^hink, though, that they’re content to post- 
pone world revolution indefinitely.” 

“Then I’m to tmderstand that when the party became 
what you call ‘ respectable ’ you weren’t able to see eye to 
eye with it any more?” 

“Americans, generally speaking, don’t concern them- 
selves with political theory,” Mark said. “Like most 
countries, I think we have too much government, but so far 
the yoke lies on us lightly. Between elections we tl^jlk of 
other things. Most of us would like to be liberals, but it 
is beginning to dawn on us that the liberal has no adequate 
machinery.” 

Now he could not read the face at all. It was still bland'; 
it was not imfriendly, but it was blank. The big, sparse 
room, the photograph, the flag, the desk with papers, and 
the prying insistence, the slow uncovering of damaging 
facts, these began to remind him of something, jt was of 
the Headmaster calling hiift into the office. Mr. Roberts 
also used to be very pleasaflt; he jol^ a little and spoke 
first of the football scores and a question on the Ptmic Wars, 
and presently Mark would be in a sweat of repressed fuiy 
and fear. He began to feel very young and helpless. 

The Commissioner consulted his papers. “Did you at 
one ti^e do a series of cartoons for a news organ called, 
I believe, The Daily WorkarV* 
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Mark answered slowly, “Why, no. The only time I ever 
did anything that might be called cartoons was a series of 
six drawings. They were given to the World Peace Organ- 
ization. They appeared in their monthly magazine.” 

“Their subject was the bombing of civilians in war- 
time, many mutilated women and children and so on?” 

“Yes. They weren’t very good. I’d like to have done 
better by them. But I was still imitating other people — 
Rouault — Picasso ” 

“You believe in revolution, Mr. Proysing, but you don’t 
believe in a war in which your thebries are getting the 
worst of it.” He handled the papers as though they’d taken 
•On'a moral quality. “ You have a dangerous lack of logic.” 

Mark said carefully, “Any talk of this ^ind between us 
seems to me a little unfair. You have all the cards and you 
can make me appear to say anything. Brides, I believe it’s 
my mother who is the one in question. She is not and never 
has been a member of any party. She has the mind of a 
woman — I mean an almost conventional woman. Her 
world has simply been the theatre and her family. As an 
artist she naturally makes no boimdaries and sees people as 
d general humanity, not as separate races. There is no hate 
in her. She can’t even hate those who cheat and abuse her. 
If you knew her you would recognize this. She’s done no 
harm in her whole life, and she has done more good than 
most of us. Her art, which you appreciate so much, has 
given exquisite pleasure. Surely some consideration should 
be shown her now.” 

He knew he spoke vaguely, without real direction in the 
almost set form of petitions, but what else could he say? 
He had told Iknning that he believed his mother was 
arrested for selling a house aqd having the money paid to 
her outside the comAry. But he knew well that she might 
have been arrested for something much more serious. The 
Commissioner was purposely keeping him from the point. 
He did this perhaps from mere social embarrassment at 
dealing with a man sent him by a friend, or vani^ that 
wanted to suggest gentle breeding, perhaps even ^ pro* 
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tection for a sensitiveness that was genuine, a little thin 
vein of sensitiveness that ran vertically to some curious, 
hidden source. In dealing with him Mark knew he would 
have to blot out whole sections from consideration, but if 
there was anything about him to take hold on it was some- 
where in this sensibility. The man didn’t seem to want 
him to lay hold on it. And yet, perhaps — he did seem to 
be expecting sometliing. 

The Commissioner had been referring again to his 
file. “I have here,’khe said, “tly; full report on Madame 
Ritter, and here are the main facts of her case. For some 
time she carried on a correspondence with a man who was 
one of the most persistent enemies of our state. This itlatr 
was A sp-calltd intellectual, a physicist. At one time he 
lectured as an exchange professor in American Universities. 
He should have st^ed there. When he came back he became 
the head of a society of criminals. They secretly printed 
pamphlets which were distributed here and abroad, ^hose 
distributed here purported to tell us ‘ the true condition of 
affairs * in the outside world, the others told the ‘ true 
condition of affairs ’ in this country and were sent abroad. 
The pamphlets were supposedly tourist literature, scientiflt 
tracts, and so on. In the centre somewhere was always a 
page or even a paragraph of secret information. During 
the late crisis he got one out saying the army was not 
willing nor able to fight. Madame Ritter was his agent in 
America. The man is now dead.” 

So they knew all about it. No use hoping any longer 
that It was only the matter of the house. No wonder he 
had got nowhere with Henning. Henning, he felt sure, had 
heard a strong rumour of what it really was. Tlie pam- 
phlets hadn’t been coming in^or months. That was because 
he was dead. And perhaps his associttes were dead, too, 
or in prison. And for months the police had been waiting 
with patience to land her — ^like a not too important fish — 
in their net. And they had landed her. What were they 
doing to her? 

He ^It deathly sick and closed his eyes. When he opened 
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them the Commissioner was looking at him with the corners 
of his mouth twitching. 

* Mark said, “If the man who sent the pamphlets is dead, 
what was the sentence on my mother?” 

The Commissioner took up a pencil and began to twirl 
it in his fingers. “ To tell the truth,” he said, “ I’m not sure.” 

“What I” Mark exclaimed. “But you know all about 
her. Each detail.” 

“It was my business to know all that,” the Commissioner 
said. “That’s what I’m here for. OnCe this department’s 
work on a case is done we aren’t too interested in what 
follows. We have, as you can imagine, a great number. 
»We don’t follow them beyond a certain point.” 

“I can hardly believe that,” Mark sai^. “Yqu know 
exactly what happened to the man who sent the pamphlets.” 

“Oh, that man? He was very important to us. He was 
not a mere tool, as I am afraid Madame Ritter was. He 
was, ^s I said, one of our most influential and persistent 
enemies. But the others, the minor criminals who are paid 
to do minor jobs, we find out whatever is necessary to bring 
them to justice. We turn them over to the court and then 
Ibsc interest We don’t follow them through all the camps 
and 5'risons in the country.” 

“I still don’t bclie%e you,” Mark said. “If a death sen- 
tence was pronounced on my mother you would know of it.” 

“Oil, I tliink that’s unlikely,” the Commissioner said 
negligently. “I think Madame Ritter was probably given 
a long-term sentence, probably at hard labour. Since you’re 
here, and such a friend of Carl’s, I’ll make an exception in 
your case. I’ll try to find out for you. If it is a long term 
you can considc- she’s been very lucky and that we’ve been 
very lenient.” ^ 

“I’m afraid I wjn’t appreciate tliat very much. For a 
number of reasons. Hard labour for a woman of her age 
is only a slow death sentence. Besides, as the trial was 
conducted in haste and great secrecy, I can’t believe it was 
a fair one. Why, I’d never even have known of her being 
in any trouble here but for an accident.” .i 



The Commissioner’s eyes were very distrait. “May I 
ask what the accident was?” , 

Mark didn’t answer. 

The Commissioner said vaguely, “Friends, I suppose. 
People she was working with. Well, we probably have them 
in our files. It couldn’t have been Sieger,” he said suddenly. 
“Rieger so far as we know made an innocent purd;iase. Or 
the servant — ^what’s his name? He seemed an obstinate, 
stupid fellow, much too officious to be clever. Certainly 
no^ng on him.” * » 

Mark said shortly, “Neither of them, of course. You 
know that as well as I. You’ll have to let me keep it to 
myself, but it’s obvious that I, that no one, was meant* to 
kn(jw That dqfsn’t argue for the fairness with which the 
case was conducted. How do 1 know what counsel she had, 
or if she had any ?• In other words, how do I know she had 
a fair trial?” 

The Commissioner twirled his pencil. “You’ll have to 
assume that the law of this country allowed her that.” 

“ But this isn’t an ordinary case. It’s a political one, that 
is to say, it’s necessarily involved in all sorts of hates and 
prejudices. It’s more important than ever that every chance 
be given the defendant.” * 

“She was given every chance.” 

“How can I believe that? How can I believe it when 
I haven’t even seen her or been able to communicate with 
her? I demand it as a right to see her, or to commxmicate 
with her at least by letter.” 

“I’m afraid that’s not allowed.” The Commissioner’s 
lips were set. He put down the pencil and his fingers began 
to tap out boredom on the ^ge of the desik. * 

“Well, then, tell me to w^at authority I can turn? You 
surely didn’t let me come here just ttf tell me that there 
is nothing you or anyone else could do for me?” 

“I let you come,” the Commissioner said, “and believe 
me I see very few people, because of my fHendliness for 
Carl. And b^ause I thought the sooner you knew that 
there was nothing for you to do the better. Also, I was 
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a little surprised to learn you -were here. These trials we 
^ecp secret exactly in order to avoid the sort of outside 
interference you’re prepared to bring, and I was interested 
to know who had given you your information. You don’t 
choose to tell me. In the most friendly way, therefore, I 
advise you to go home again. In your own cotmtry you 
can go on enjoying the peculiar kind of freedom you value 
so highly, freedom in this case, I believe, to sink to abject 
poverty and crime.” 

“ Without seeing my ihother, without making any effort 
to save her?” 

^“You’ve already made that effort.” 

“I wonder,” said Mark, “if you have any realization 
here of the effect that will be produced abroad by s\i«h a 
story as I’ll have to tell?” 

The Commissioner shrugged. * 

“Do you really want the world to go on piling up 
evidence against you? I believe you all suffer, among 
other things, from a feeling that the world misjudges you. 
Do you think cases like this help them to admire and 
Respect you?” 

“The world will continue to misjudge us, my dear 
fello’iX', no matter what we do or do not do in the case of 
Madame Ritter. And I am afraid, since the events of the 
last year, that we don’t care as much as we did what the 
'outside world thinks of us. It has been proven that the 
opinion of the outside w'orld doesn’t matter. We are stronger 
than ever. You disapprove of us, but that’s mostly bluff. 
Your papers put up a big hullabaloo for the benefit of the 
sentimentalists, while all the time you and your fellow- 
democrats give* us all, and sognetimes even more, than we 
ask. And you buy our goods^you listen to us and do very 
quickly what we want. It isn’t necessary to be approved of. 
It’s oidy necessary to be strong.” 

He spread his pale, plump hand on the papers before 
him and bent his head as though to look at a suddenly 
noticed defect in it. 

“And now, my dear fellow,” he said, “as tlHs isn’t 
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getting us anywliCTC I must really ask you to go. Pm a 
very busy man.” 

Mark started to get up. It was time to go, and he wanted 
to go. Everything in him pressed towards flight. Even his 
lungs couldn’t take in enough air. But he hesitated: with 
Emmy Ritter locked in absolute silence he couldn’t let a 
chance go by, not the smallest, humblest chance. And tke 
Commissioner was bored, but still tliere was something not 
quite final in his voice. And his eyes had even now under 
a film of abstraction a faint spark of warmth and interest. 
Mark leaned forward on the desk and clas^^ed his hands 
tightly before him. 

“Perhaps all I can ask for is clemency,” he said. His' 
voice shook. “Perhaps I can only urge you to be as lenient 
as you can. My mother isn’t a criminal. It wasn’t a sordid 
love of money noi a desire to betray her country that led 
her into this. Her only daughter has tuberculosis. Only 
rest and country air and nourishing food can possibly save 
her, but she’s obliged to work all day in a shop. My mother, 
who adores her, has become gradually distracted at being 
unable to help her. Perhaps her mind became a little clouded 
from the strain. You know how women are in such cases.” 

He knew that his face was not as pleading as his voice, 
but sweat had come on his forehead and lips, and something 
in his anguished desire to plead had caught again the entire 
interest of the man before him. 

The Commissioner leaned forward, the tight belt forcing 
out his small, round stomach, and again he was the spec- 
tator, almost breathless with attention. He waited for Mark 
to go on, his auburn eyes questioning and softening and 
that look almost of affection coming into them. 

Mark took out his handkerchief to wipe his forehead 
and to cover momentarily his face. It occurred to him 
that the Commissioner was waiting to see him cry, and 
that he was disappointed. He didn’t look up, but sat slumped, 
holding his crumpled handkerchief in his hand. 

The Commissioner, after a moment, began to talk in a 
bantering voice. “Yes,” he said, “we also have our dramas 



in ^hich the woman sells herself for the sake of the little 
•sister who has tuberculosis and must be sent to a warm 
country. Why always tuberculosis ? Are there no other 
diseases? Do people actually think tuberculosis is more 
aesthetic than liver trouble? And she always has blonde 
braids and blue eyes, too. But in this case, judging from 
yourself, I suppose she is dark. With a few changes you 
might make a pretty girl yourself.” * 

Mark didn’t look up. Through other feelings he was 
able to recognize the tone and the ^surance of the man 
whom people called charming, “a little nasty, perhaps, but 
charming.” He was vain and he would rather be considered 
witty, and even nasty, than solely as the powerful .Com- 
missioner of Secret Police. Still, he was^hat too, arifl it 
took other qualities to hold his job. But^it wasn’t necessary 
to look and act like the executioner. Executioners have 
much simpler tasks, and even they are said to be fond of 
their'families, and sometimes to make stamp collections. 

The Commissioner waited tor an answer, and when 
none came said petulantly, “It’s always women, women, in 
your country. Don’t you ever get sick of them? You live 
in a degenerate matriarchy, you’re workers in a great 
society of bees.” 

He shot his arm across the desk and waggled a plump 
finger under Mark’s nose. “Read Schopenhauer!” he said. 
“Read what he has to say on the effect of women in society. 
Why, I hate even to see them in the theatre. Juliet and 
Antigone were written for men, weren’t they? Let them 
into politics if you must, but for God’s sake keep them out 
of the vts- Tl^py bring a musky contamination of sex and 
patronage into everything thty touch.” 

He waited agaii^ “Oh, wdll,” he said, “I see you aren’t 
interested.” 

Mark, knowing he had lost, reached over and gathered 
up his packet of letters. He knew he had served only as a 
momentary irritant, a focus for obscure, shallow dreaming, 
and that he was now ebbing out. As he looked, up the 
warm, auburn eyes were losing their eagerness. Another 
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man in the Gjmmissioner of Secret Police was going to 
take charge, was already doing so. * 

“I’d like to see you again,” Mark said, “when you have 
found out what my mother’s sentence was and where she 
is. I’d like to know if I may see her, or at least write her.” 

The Commissioner didn’t answer. He settled back in his 
chair and fell into a reverie. His plump face had a ‘childish 
looL H& little stomadi bulged despondently and his mouth 
twitched slightly at (the edges. Then he sat up briskly and 
tore a leaf off the des^ calendar. 

“ Mr. Preysing,” he said, “ come and see me again some 
time. Pm afraid I shall have to ask you to go now.” '' 
“Xou mean,” said Mark, “you will tell me more later?” 
’■Yes.* I’ll have to make the necessary inquiries.” 
“When?” Mark^ asked dully. 

The Commissioner ruffled the calendar. “To-day’s 
Thursday. Come, say, next Wednesday.” , 

“You can’t tell me anything in the meantime? That’s 
a long time to wait.” 

“ I’m afraid not. Come next Wednesday. Good-bye, Mr. 
Preysing. I’m glad to have met you.” He held out his hand 
and Mark took it. The palm was wet. ^ 

“ Good-day,” he said. 

“Good-day, Mr. Preysing.” 

When he reached the door the Commissioner called out, 
gaily in English, “My regards to Carl.” 

It was in the outer office that shame began to come up 
in him again like a sudden desire to vomit. The clerk looked 
at him. Two more men who had come in looked eagerly 
to see how he had fared. , « 

At the door the guard ih uniform stood like a mute 
Apollo caught and bound anS mocked by a grotesque black 
uniform. Mark glanced up at his immovable face as he 
went out. 



CHAPTER SIX 


After lunch the Cotintess dozed a moment. It was a short 
doze, really a thick bloom of silence falling for a jnoment, 
then one of the girls rattled a coffee-cup and she woke. It 
was the newest girl, the one who b&d just come, direct 
from St. Joseph, Missouri. * 

^ “ Well, personally,” the girl said, “I don’t care if I never 
learn the darned language. That day Mamma and I spent 
in town we just started boldly out, not Itfiowing a*word, 
and when we got back we found we’d cashed a cheque, 
ordered a lunch, bought a ski outfit, seen a museum, had 
tea, bought a bunch of mimosa and been to a pay toilet. 
No\w you can’t tell me we’d have gotten on any better 
speaking the language.” 

The tall English girl said, “ How horribly resourceful.” 
She was the one the other girls were a bit in awe of. She 
was the oldest, and the one they considered the most 
sophisticated. She was Lady Ursvda Cannon, but those who 
knew her well enough called her “Sully” with some pride, 
and the new-comers, especially the Americans who weren’t 
•sure what to call her, said “you,” looking right at her. 

The Countess thought, that’s the second time to-day 
I’ve dozed off. I’m much too young for tliat. It’s because 
I’m so run down. She poured herself a second cup of coffee, 
adding lots of whipped cream, and remembered Aunt 
Medora* sittin^in a rocking-qjiair on the porch at Newport 
and herself sitting on the styps reading aloud a novel of 
Robert W. Chamb^: she was letting her voice trail lower 
and lower, and suddenly Aunt Medora raised her head with 
a jerk and said, “I wasn’t asleep, I heard every word.” The 
smell of iodine and seaweed and a white cotton summer dress 
she remembered made her feel very American again. 

She turned to the girl from St. Joseph and said kindly, 
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“We have tickets for the opera to-morrow night. Do you 
enjoy music?” , 

“Oh, I’d rather stay here,” the girl said. “Do we have 
to go back to town?” 

The plump, little bespectacled Marie said, “What opera? 
Oh, don’t say Carmen” 

“I’m afraid so. Why, don’t you like it?” 

Marie looked at.her tragically and all the girls listened, 
for Marie was the “^card,” the wit. “The times I’ve sat,” 
she said, “watching the guard change, hoping for a thin 
Don Jose. But it’s afways the fattest one. Oh, Countess, 
can’t we just see a fat opera?” ^ 

When a new batch of girls came the Countess always 
lookeh first for^he one who was going to be the wit; it 
was important to know if she intended to be a collaborator. 
Marie was a collaborator. Then there would be the difficult 
girl, and in this case perhaps it was Suzanne, the daughter 
of a great French dressmaker. Why she should be difficult, 
and even if she were, she didn’t quite know yet. Suzanne 
was much older than the others, who were all ju.st out of 
school. Suzanne was thirty. She wrote sometimes for 
newspapers and magazines, and Madame de Blocqueville 
had sent her here with a letter. She had been ill and needed 
rest and mountain air. She was ugly and very smart, 
intelligent but also reserved and taciturn. Somehow the 
Countess regretted having let her come. I don’t care for 
girls actually, she thought, I don’t care for girls at all. 
I don’t think they care for me. How on earth did I ever get 
into this? 

To come back, of course. To live once more in the 
beloved country. That was f^he reason. Bu^ each fime she 
thought of her return the same dark shudder of pain came 
over her as she remembered her arrivSl in the station in 
the morning. All night she had been awake from excitement 
and joy and then there it was, a railroad station, like another, 
full of pale, early light and a smell of smoke and coffee 
boiling in the station restaurant and people thinning away 
and finiilly an empty station, and he hadn’t come. She 

70 



remembered walking up and down distractedly in it, and 
the very old porter saying, “But, gracious lady, what shall 
I do with the bags?” And she had gone to the man in the 
ticket window and said, “ I want the next train back. Any 
train.” “Not for an hour,” he had said disapprovingly, “a 
very slow train — a local, really. You could change at so 
and so.” So she left her baggage and went to walk, away 
from tlie empty station, to get a cup of cofiFee per];iaps at a 
coffee house she knew across the square. She started out 
blindly, her head bent, and was nearly run down by the 
big black car. The scream of braked before she saw what 
it was filled her with intolerable relief and tears began to 
stream down her face as the door swung open and he pulled 
her into the car. Yes, that was why she had come back. 

“How many are going ski-ing?” she asked. 

“ I am” — “ I am” Were they all going ? That would 

be too good to be true An afternoon alone. She counted 
their* faces. Yes, all of them. “Be back in time for tea,” 
she said gaily, “and you’d better be starting. You,” she 
said to the new girl, “go with Suzanne. She’s in the 
beginner’s class. You have to walk about two miles first, 
^ou know.” 

“Oh, that’s swell.” 

“Run along now,” she said, “run along, all of you.” 

They got up and clattered out in their stumpy boots. 
She went with them to the ski-room where their skis were 
stacked, all numbered, along the walls. Then, when the 
door banged, she went back and sat in the low, comfortable 
chair watching them pass as shadows before the frosted 
window. 

. The Silence "was so beauti^l it could be tasted. On the 
tables and shelves all her little^iorcelain figures of shepherds 
and shepherdesses, %f hussars, goddesses and masked come- 
dians poised in their perpetu^ly arrested attitudes. The 
Countess fell suddenly asleep. 

In the hall a little musical clock that was held to the 
wall by a golden hand played its tune, which was the first 
four bars of “ Foi cht sapete,'* and struck three notes. She 
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woke with little agonies of fatigue running through her 
bones and that first terror: what’s wrong, what’s hanging 
over me? Nothing is wrong. Everything is all right. And 
he’ll be here, surely, to-night. But what have I got to do 
first? Oh, yes. The cloud passed and all she had to do was 
order a good dinner, a dinner that would do no violence 
to his regime. 

She sjumbled out across the hall, through the pantry 
and into the big vlean kitchen, yawning, pressing her 
fingers to the comas of her eyes Kathe sat at the table 
peeling crisp radishes, ’the size of over-stuffed pin-cushions, 
piling them in a plate to go on ice. She stood up when 
the Countess came in and they discussed the meal: sodp 
^ gQ(>d ragout of beef, salad, and a sweet made of 
whipped cream and chestnuts, say a Viennese nussroulade, 
then cheese and radishes. 

“The General,” she said, “will be coming this evening. 
We must be sure to have no garlic in the salad.” , 

The General’s idiosyncrasies were well known to them 
both. Garlic he couldn’t endure, because it smelled like 
mustard gas, which he’d learned to know too well, not 
only during the war, but later at a school of chemical 
warfare. (The General could never walk near a fi«ld of 
new-mown hay because its idyllic odour was, he told her, 
exactly the odour of the deadly phosgene.) 

“Certainly no garlic,” Kathe agreed, “and I’m not sure 
if there is enough cream.” Cream was allowed because the 
Countess took foreign girls to board, but sometimes none 
was to be had even at that. Kathe went and got the yellow 
bowl and they estimated the amount. But it was not because 
of the General they looked so anxiously at«the cre&m. lie 
knew how hard food was to get. It was the girls who must 
never think they hadn’t enough, the girls who would be 
coming back presently from the snow, carrying their 
hunger with them like a spy, like an enemy. 

“It loolts a little thin,” the Countess said, “better add 
gelatine and make a mould of it.” She touched one of the 
jars of black plum sent as a gift from her old country place 
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■where she lived years ago and now no longer owned. “ Give 
.them lots for tea," she said. 

If he’s coining, she thought, Fll be better off for a walk. 
I’ll look fresher. He who was not young at all had such 
a love of freshness, of the glow of healthy skin. She went 
into the vestibule where the coats, umbrellas and heavy 
boots were and the red leash still hanging for Loisel. Since 
the dog had died she had hated takina walks. Ilhe dog’s 
death had made sinister a certain spof in the road where 
the army truck had suddbnly run him down one day. She 
walked over snowy fields to avoid it, though, aren’t you a 
little ridiculous, he had said? You should force yourself 
to overcome weakness, you are letting yourself become 
neurasthenic with all your fears and phobias. She put*Dn 
her heavy boots and a big sheepskin coat and tied a bright 
flowered handkerchief around her head.* 

It was a typical, valley day, cloudy, cold, but with a soft, 
w'cighty dampness in the air. The mountains sprang up 
directly behind the stiff, purple forest, their white pinnacles 
lost in mist. She crossed the road and took the path through 
tjie meadow where the snow was so deep that walking along 
the narrow, packed path it brushed off along her knees. 
Her bfeath moved in a little vapour before her. She started 
briskly, but almost at once she was tired again. She wouldn’t 
turn back. She would go on at least as far as the lake, or 
until the pleasure began to come, the slow, calm pleasure 
of snow and the suddeif rising of mountains. Or even as 
far as the village which had also its own pleasure, more 
immediately consoling, tlie pleasure of toy houses built for 
children^ with roses and hearts on the shutters and virgins 
over the doors and clean, startled curtains in the windows, 
parted m the midcUe like gocxl children’s hair, the people 
themselves dressed like children never to grow up. 

She reached the village and walked through it up the 
miry, snowy road towards the mountain. The whole place 
smelled of snow and mire and fresh*cut wood and warm 
manure in the bams. She stopped to speak to the old woman 
who sold postcards, and the old woman asked her as she 
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did eva7 time now if it wasn’t very sad for her to be walking 
without the dog. Farther on she stopped by the watering, 
trough cut out of a great log where little St. Wendelin stood 
under his peaked roof dripping with icicles. There were 
some children she knew who greeted her and she asked them 
a few questions, enjoying their faces, all alike and im- 
maculately fresh like red and white cut strawberries against 
the sno>^. i 

Feeling better noijv, she turned at the track of the little 
mountain railway an^ walked alo'ng a rough, humpy path 
into the forest. The snow here was deeper and the boughs 
weighed down with it. Her lungs laboured as she climbed, 
filled with cold, damp air. Looking up through snowy, 
living bbughs slie saw the peaks disappearing with a great 
leap into the mist and suddenly she was all right, as she had 
known she would *be. The pleasure of the place filled her, 
driving out all dread, and by the time she reached the lake 
she was happy. ' 

She didn’t want to go as far as the hotel, so she sat on 
a rustic bench where she could see the lake through the trees. 
It was a small lake fed by warm springs, and it never froz^. 
It was transparently clear; even without sunlight it was 
vivid, streaky green, and on it two swans floated. 

Oh, what pleasure, she thought, and why can’t I be like 
this all the time! What is the matter with me, what am 
I afraid of? He is right, I must manage to have more 
courage with life. 

As she sat there a man came quickly up the snowy path 
behind her and seeing her there stopped a moment. She 
turned her head at the slight noise and he saw her profile, 
then with a slower, hesitating step he came and sat at the 
other end of the bench. 

She wanted to get up and go away, quickly before the 
pleasme faded, but she waited a moment so as not to seem too 
conscious of him. She fixed her eyes on the swans, but she 
knew that the man was staring at her, and she caught the 
flash of dark fingers against the snow as he took out a dgar* 
ette and lighted it. A wreath of bluish smoke curled past. 
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“Do you mind the smoke?" he asked 
, “ Not at all,” she said. Then, realizing they had spoken 

her own language, she turned to look at him. She saw a 
tall yoimg man, thin and dark, leaning one elbow on the 
back of the bench. His grace was the first thing she noticed, 
though it seemed to come partly from indolence or exhaus- 
tion, and then she noticed an air of poverty, because he was 
not correctly dressed for this country, hut wore a rough, 
dark red shirt and a too thin, townisl/overcoat and lastly 
his eyes, pale grey in thd snow light, intent and unhappy. 
They were trying to be less unhappy, to look reassuringly 
al^her. He held out a cigarette-case. 

“ Oh, no, thank you,” she said hurriedly and started to 
get up. • • * • 

“Please don’t go,” he said. “I didn’t mean to annoy 
you. Please.” * 

“I was just going anyway.” 

“But it’s obvious you weren’t. I’ll know I’ve driven 
you away.” 

“ Well, then ” She sat back helplessly, thinking that 

she really couldn’t be too severe with a young man whe 
looked ill and was probably one of the endless seekers for 
health* who came to these mountains. And while he 
shouldn’t have offered her a cigarette, his voice and accent 
were gentle and had that international, almost foreign 
flavour that, in America, usually belongs to those who have 
had English governesses and been abroad to school. And 
now he said quite easily, “It’s remarkable that that lake 
doesn’t freeze. Are there springs in it?” 

“Yes, there are.” 

• She moughr, watching a ^all-boat put out from the 
landing by the hotel, as soon at the boat reaches the nymph 
I’ll get up and go. There was no pleasure for her now in 
this place. A stranger had always the power to spoil every- 
thing. One of her phobias now was the stranger. Except 
for her girls she never made a new acquaintance if she could 
help it. Even if they said nothing, asked no new difficult 
thing of her, forc^ her only into the most minute 
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decisions, still she imagined always criticism and some- 
times horror in them and always questioning. When they ^ 
get to the nymph, she thought, I’ll get up and go. 

The boat reached the centre of the lake and the two men 
rested their oars and leaned over the side, and one of them 
pointed down to the water. 

“There’s actually a nymph in there,” she said. .“That’s 
what they are looking at.” 

“What sort of a^ymph, a lorelei?” 

“I don’t know, but a bronze ‘nymph with long hair, 
very life-like — if one* can say that of a n)rmph. I can’t 
imagine who put her there.” 

“Can’t you? In this country? I can." 

«.“’!ou‘ think it’s too fanciful?" 

“I don’t think it’s fanciful enough.” 

Oh, she thougltt with anger, he’s that kind of a fellow. 

“I find all the minor arts here have a great deal of 
charm,” she said. • 

“I find all the arts here have the gr&t charm of being 
minor or second rate.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“I mean it’s always someone else’s hard original elForf. 
They make it soft and lovable and easy to take.” • 

“Soft and lovable,” she repeated. “Yes, that is true. 
That’s why I like it,” 

An artist, she thought, without doubt an artist. She 
glanced at his hands, bony and delicate and broad at the 
fingertips and his eyes too observant tor comfort. They had 
an intent, tired, used look and already, she imagined, they’d 
seen her as a formula of some sort, one ot those dreadful 
tormulas of the “modern” ^rtist, • • 

“Are you an artist?” she*asked. 

“I paint,” he said, and she knew h? disliked her use of 
the word or what it obviously meant to her. 

“I think you’re wrong about the fantasy,” she said. 
“Have you seen the famous blue and silver room?” 

“Oh, yes,” he said, “by a Frenchman, wasn’t it?” 

“Why,"sjie said, “I’d forgotten. He was a Frenchman. 
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Still, he worked here, under the influence of this country.” 
• “It shows how far a Frenchman can go when he gets 
away from the tough, parsimonious atmosphere of France, 
from such ideas as k mievx est I'ennemi du bien.” 

“There is nothing in France like it,” she insisted. “It’s 
pure fairy tale.” 

“The French aren’t too good at fairy tales,” he said. 
“But there’s very little true fantasy most tatty tales. 
Read the brothers Grimm.” t 

She gathered her sheepskin collar .around her neck. 

“ Don’t go,” he said. How too quickly he seemed to gain 
assurance! “At least not till you remember me. We have 
met before, you know.” , 

“ What!” she exclaimed. Then she knewt looking at lum 
again, that there had been something recognized about him. 
That was really why she hadn’t run away at once. 

“Where was it?” she said. 

“ih Paula Godey’s house. We talked for half an hour 
or so one evening.” 

“That big studio upstairs? Why, so we did.” She saw 
the room, layered with the blue smoke and herself on a big 
divan, her feet curled up uncomfortably and a cocktail in 
her hand she didn’t want. “New York,” she murmured 
with an involuntary shudder. Now she knew the world 
he belonged to. Now she knew the exact feel and smell of 
It. He was what she called vaguely “ the New York type.” 
That meant a dangerously flexible creature, mixed in every 
sense, as to blood and as to experience, witli the assurance 
that came from having no rigid social law, a thrusting 
curiosity and a.blank arrogance; a combination of sewer 
rit, full of the agility of the streets, and of prince, master 
of fabulous mechanisms and machine>tumed elegances. 
Still, he wasn’t now a stranger. “There were some terrible, 
abstractionist pictures pinned to the walls,” she said, 
“people Paula admired. Was it Chagall and Kandinsky? I 
can’t think how I remember their names, when I can’t 
remember yours.” , 

“Preysing,” he said, “Mark Preysing.” 
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“Every one was talking at once,” she said, “I probably 
never heard it.” 

Every one was talking at once. She remembered theU, 
and hovr little she had tinderstood or wanted to understand 
of what they said. Through it all a woman played the 
piano and sang in a husky voice '^parUz mot d'autre chose” 
And a man kept saying, “Take a card and don’t let me see 
it.” He Vas drun^ and every one thought he was funny. 
Later he gave thend^an imitation of a political speech and 
the whole room was shattered by laughter. At the wrong 
moment, it seemed to her, since someone she couldn’t 
remember had just said something very intelligent that she 
also could not quite recall about government. Yes, at the 
wrbng nloment‘'these people were always making a puerile 
shift of scale, producing a levelling process, in which indeed 
all men were equal. She felt breathless now even remem- 
bering it, the grotesque and trivial and anarchic excite- 
ment of New York. But she felt American again just the 
same. 

“Remember me now?” he asked. 

“Yes. Paula said to me, ‘ You must talk to so-and-sc, 
he’s a comer, one of the best.’” 

“ Paula’s always hopeful that a genius will hatch* under 
her wing.” 

“So we met there. How very strange! And it’s even 
stranger perhaps to meet here by accident.” 

“I didn’t know you had come back,” he said, “but 
curiously enough I saw you two days ago in the railroad 
station just as I got in. But I didn’t really recognize you 
then.” ^ 

“The railroad station? Oh, yes, I’d gone to meet a new 
girl I take girls to board with me, Amfricans, English and 
French. They’re all just out of fashionable schools and 
they terrify me. But I’m very poor now, you know. In the 
inflation I lost everything but my house here.” 

“Why do you live here?” 

No European would have asked her that. But Americans 
always ask questions. Even in New York they remember 
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how they used to meet in lovely places: Wdl^ stranger^ where 
are you Jrom ? 

She smiled. “ I live here,” she said reasonably, “ because 
I was married here many years ago and in a way it’s my 
country. When my husband died I went back to America, 
but all my relatives were dead or scattered and my friends 
and I had grown apart. So I came back. You see, I really 
love it very much.” » * 

As she said this she thought of her /ouse in the north, 
the house she had lost, and the smell of the great beech 
forests in autumn and her beloved porcelain stoves, and 
the music in the evenings, and even the dull card games 
with moths around the lamps and of the first time Kurt 
came for the shooting, and then of her h9use here undfer 
the white peaks, and of Kurt as he would be this evening 
when he came for dinner. These things vJiped out all other 
remembrances and she didn’t feel American at all. 

“V^hat a lot of things you have to see and do licre,” she 
said. “I envy you almost, seeing them all for the first time. 
It IS the first time, isn’t it?” 

“Yes.” 

* “I think I remember asking you in New York if you’d 
been hvje. You said no. But didn’t you tell me, or did I 
imagine it, that you had some connection here? What 
was it? Have you relatives living here?” 

“ Yes.” He threw his cigarette away and watched it make 
a hole in the snow from which rose a tiny coil of smoke. 
“It’s my mother’s country,” he said, “and my father’s too.” 

“So you’re visiting them?” 

“Not exactly. My father has been dead for years. I 
hardly kfiew huh. Only my lyother is here now, but I’m 
not visiting her atjpresent. Ikn just drifting around on 
my own.” He clasped his hands on the back of the bench 
and added abruptly, “ I wonder if you ever knew my mother. 
She was Emmy Ritter.” 

“Of course I’ve heard her name.” 

But she was so sensitive to what might bring her dis- 
comfort that she thought obscurely. He oughtn’t to have 

79 



said that. He spoke her name in a different voice and her 
instinct was to become vague and impersonal again. 

“I saw her once, too. In New York many years ago. In 
the Doll's House. She was splendid. But didn’t she play 
mostly in comedy?” 

“Yes, she did. Schnitzlcr wrote one of his best for he^'.” 

“Oh, yes.” She felt sure now that he wasn’t sick after 
all. Nof physicallAsick. She thought again of Kurt. There 
was something abc^t them that was alike. For a long time 
she had known Kurt^to be a man* who suffered because his 
natural virtue, virtue in the old Latin sense, was diverted 
cruelly into another channel, and this man was like that. 
Only whatever had dried up in him, it seemed a temporary 
thing atfd his talent was sharper and more immediate than 
Kurt’s. What hurt him had something to do with his 
mother. Probably she thwarted him in some special, 
deadening way. 

“How nice,” she said pleasantly, “that she has come 
back here to live.” 

She thought he hadn’t heard her, he let such a long 
pause come, then suddenly he gave a short laugh, an ugly 
sound with a tinge of fury in it. 

“Yes, it is nice,” he said. “It’s nice she should have 
come back to live. Or perhaps to die Because,” he said, “ we 
must all die, mustn’t we?” 

“Of course,” she murmured. She thought his mother 
might be very old. She thought probably she was the ill 
one and had come, as he said, to die. If she could only get 
up and go now. “It’s getting awfully chilly,” she said, “I 
ought to be going on.” But she added gently, “I hope your 
mother will live a long timi*. Perhaps coming back to her 
home will help her. She too must have loved this country 
very much to have wanted to come back. After those years 
abroad. I can understand that. Perhaps her love will help 
her to recover.” 

When she turned to look kindly at him and to say good- 
bye and that he must come for tea some time and talk 
about New York, she was startled by the hatred in his eyes 

8o 



and the tears shining in them. He said nothing, but she 
^cw then that he too was one of those who were insensitive 
to all that her people, as she called tliem, had suffered, who 
would never try to understand. It was because of him and 
those like him that she had become almost a recluse, fearing 
ev^ to walk alone through a friendly village or down a 
little mountain path. 

“I see you don’t tmderstand a ccrtairf kind of l&yalty,” 
she said bitterly. “I see that.” / 

“ Oh, I think I do,” he* said. ^ 

"I suppose it must be a deep, htunan instinct that one 
either has or one has not. Some people are bom blind.” 

“ Yes, it’s a deep, human instinct,” he said, “ and there’s 
no inlierent virtue in it any more than in* eyesight. Tie 
trouble with loyalty is that you can make a man loyal to 
anything. You can especially make him'loyal to his own 
interest.” 

“I 'think it’s rather vulgar to bring interest in, don’t 
you? The loyalty I feel for the country I was most happy 
in isn’t, for instance, interest?” 

, “Why not? I wasn’t t hinking of gain, you know, not 
gain in the money sense. Why should you imagine I was? 
1 was chinking just that: that it’s easy to make a man 
loyal to what seems to have made liim most happy.” 

“I don’t think you should be scornful of what you don’t 
leel yourself. Why shouldn’t one be loyal to one’s happi- 
ness ?” But if he’s never known happiness, she thought, or 
not what I mean by happiness, that’s a cruel thing to say. 
“There arc many things in human nature that are so 
universal^ so entirely natural to us,” she said, “they must 
surely be for our ultimate good. Like the hope of a future 
life or like the love^of one’s cliildren.” 

He said slowly and mockingly, “Like the desire for 
knowledge and the passion for ignorance. Like greed and 
like generosity, like cowardice and like the wildest altruism. 
Oh, hiunan naturel” he mocked. “Oh, the deep, human 
instincts! Jesus Christ and Doctor Crippen wer^ both 
entirely ‘ natural * men.” 
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She was shocked. “Then how do you suppose we get 
along,” she said, “if the bad is always right there, as deep 
in us as the good?” 

“ We get along,” he said, “ if we get along at all, through 
bloody contradictions and out of continuous transfonna* 
tions of your human nature.” 

“It must be dreadful to believe that,” she said.. “I can’t 
bear to acknowledge so much evil. It makes me physically 
ill.” She put her Itund to her forehead. 

“Yes,” he agreed sombrely^ and he added almost 
indifferently, “You’ve got to try and be on the right 
side.” 

This was what she dreaded most — the choice, the decision. 
One side that Mras right and one that was wrong. You 
picked one side and were sure of it, your whole life poured 
into it. But therf people wouldn’t leave you alone. They 
tugged at your skirts and drew you back, this way and that. 
They said things that threw little, awful Hashes of illumina- 
tion, in which the dear and the familiar and the chosen 
were suddenly full of terror. 

With a nervous movement of her foot she pushed aside 
a crust of snow and saw under it a little, dry cluster of stems. 
She bent over suddenly and picked it up, holding ir cupped 
in her hand. 

“What’s that?” he asked. 

“It’s hepatica,” she said. She shielded it from him, as 
though it were too tender for his sight. She looked at the 
tiny, brownish buds and wished passionately she were alone 
wiA it, in the pure empty cold of the forest. 

“It blooms under the snow,” she said, “And the ice 
heather comes, too, long before the snow* is gone.” 

She tried to keep her voke calm, biit it was ridiculously 
trembling. 

“May I see it?” , 

He took it from her and studied it closely for a moment, 
his brown fingers, separating the stems, had such sureness 
and dejicacy of touch, they were licautiful to watcli. For 
a moment his virtue came back in him and she saw him as 
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altogether another man and a little twinge of fear, that was 
^uite diflFerent from her other fear, stirred in her. 

“Very pretty,” he said stolidly, handing it back. 

She got up and he stood too, holding his hat in his hand 
and looking at her with blank eyes. 

,“¥00 must come and have tea with me,” she said. “I’ve 
got to bear more about New York, about Paula and all of 
them. Come to-morrow, can you?” / • 

“Thank you,” he said, as though be weren’t listening. 
“Any one at the hotel’ can show you my house. By the 
way, they treat you well there, I hope?” 

, “ Like a relic of the true cross,” he said. 

“Good,” she said, smiling. “You’ll find every one here 
very friendly. Well, I’ll expect you, then,no-moirow.”* 
She held out her hand. 

“Good-bye.” * 

As she walked away he stood looking after her. Then 
she sdid to herself that she was going to town to-morrow 
with the girls to see Carmen^ and that she’d known all along 
she was going. That was why her invitation had lacked 
qpnviction, and he’d felt that. She must write him. She 
began to compose a note to send to his hotel as soon as she 
got home. 

Out of his sight she walked more quickly. Her knees 
felt weak, and looking up at the now dead mountain 
splinters through the dead weight of the boughs, she 
thought, I’ve just abandoned a man in torment. 

I must hurry, she thought, walking faster and faster, 1- 
must hurry home and have my tea. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


After the Countess left, Mark walked down the little path 
back to the hotel tiV the lake. In the lounge, tables were set 
for tea, and one op two hardy couples were even having 
their tea on the terrace. Mark sat by the window in the 
lounge and ordered coffee. He drank it slowly, ordering a 
second pot, for he had been chilled to the bone, sitting on 
the bench by the lake in his light overcoat. As he grew 
wiDrmer he began to look around him. This was the first 
time he had had a chance to see the sort of people who 
came to this hotel. He had arrived at about noon and, 
except for a red-faced old man and his wife and a middle- 
aged English couple, every one seemed to be off ih the 
mountains. Now the skiers had come back and they were 
crowding the tables around him, making the room ring 
with their accounts of what had happened and their jok^ 
and their horseplay. 

What gaiety, what spirits, what health 1 Thdy were 
crimson-faced, hard-muscled, and life came up out of their 
skins like steam. There were millions like them, millions 
more packed hard and close in the rich country. It looked 
as though they had everything: health, good humour, 
singleness, ferocity, and a funny, endearing little childish- 
ness. He was fascinated by the glow of their flesh in the 
grey snow light of the room. He thought of a gre^t canvas 
in which all these bodies wpuld make a sort of Miltonic 
chute of falling forms, with exactly /hat flesh, reddish, 
glistening, damp, iridescent, vulgar, lovely. Only towards 
the bottom it would change, turn into scale and feather, 
into stone and corruption. Perhaps I couldn't do it, he 
thought, and besides, Rubens has already done it. Where? 
Why, rjght here. Right in the town I’ve left. I must go 
and see if, if I have time. 
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He was trying not to think about the Countess. She had 
.managed like the others, like Henning and the Commis* 
sioner, to give him a feeling of humiliation. She had 
managed even more mysteriously, for she couldn’t possibly 
be of any use to him, to add her refusal to theirs. Yes, he 
copldn’t help the feeling that she had broken a secret thread 
that was essential to him. He knew this was sheer nonsense. 
She was, in the most literal sense, a ^foman oufside his 
world. She was also outside the wdrld of the young, 
boisterous skiers who surrounded hin;, and of the world of 
mountains and lakes and towns and people. Strong as he 
had seen her nostalgia to be, she didn’t belong here any 
more than he did. She didn’t belong anywhere. Sh^ was 
hopelessly and completely drugged. As lie reniembered 
some of the things she had said he hated her as much as 
he had ever hated any one. 

The happy skiers at nearby tables, noticing the dark, 
sombfe foreigner sitting alone, were made even more 
happy. See oxu happiness, they seemed to say, we’re like 
children. Can any one doubt we’re also gentle and good? 
Sp why not love us? Please, dark stranger whom we detest, 
please love us. 

He called the waiter over to him and said, “Do you 
happen to know of any one around here named Fritz, Fritz 
Keller, I think it is?” 

“Fritz Keller," the waiter repeated. “In the hotel, do 
you mean?” 

“ In the hotel or in the village. Have you ever heard that 
name?” 

“NOj^sir. I ^an ask the head waiter, if you like.” 

• The head waiter came and .stood by the table with the 
correct mixture of (padiness aifd aloofness. “Fritz Keller,” 
he said, “he’s a servant in this hotel?” 

“ I don’t know. He used to be a servant of a man I knew 
in America. The man was fond of him and asked me 
to look him up. He wondered what had happened to 
him.” , 

“He is not in this hotel.” 
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“He might be living in the village. I thought you 
might knovsr.” 

“I don’t know the village, sir, I don’t come from this 
part of the country. Most of the waiters come here only 
for the season.” 

“Well, never mind, then.” 

“There is another hotel, though, a smaller, less expensive 
one aboUt two kilometres down the main road. And there 
is another big oneny the other lake. You might inquire 
there.” , 

“Yes, I’ll do that. Thanks.” 

He gave them both something and got up. At the desk 
he stppped to ask when the next train went back to town. 
TKc clerk was horrified: “At eight this evening, sir. But 
you’ve taken a room for the night, and I’ll have to charge 
you for it anyway. Is anything wrong, sir? Aren’t you 
satisfied ?” 

“Oh, yes, everything’s all right, and I may stajf. I’m 
a painter and if I find something to paint I’ll stay.” 

“But, sir, the country is very beautiful.” 

“Yes, but I want something out of the ordinary. I wapt 
to look around first. I’m going out now to try to find 
some unusual angle. I suppose I can go anywhere fwant?” 

“Why, certainly, sir.” 

“I mean, I can walk anywhere? It’s so close to the 
border, I thought there might be some prohibited areas, 
military zones, something like that.” 

“No, sir. There’s nothing prohibited here.” 

“I suppose it’s too near the border for a prison, say, or 
a concentration camp?” , , 

The clerk gave him a sharp look, then he pursed his Irps 
and turned to take a note handed hiiv by a bellboy. His 
eyebrows were raised in an offended stiffness. “ You 
shouldn’t believe all the nonsense you hear, sir,” he said. 

Mark left. He didn’t turn off at the forest path, but took 
the main one that led to the broad, valley road. He walked 
along Tvith his collar turned up and his hands in his pockets. 
It was about five, and while it was still cloudy, the snow 
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and the trees were sharper, as though they felt the sunset 
• behind the clouds. It was like walking on a dazzling white 
page thick with black print. 

When he reached the main road a few cars passed him 
and he had to step aside to keep from being splashed. 
Peasants went by on foot, giving him the friendly, devout 
greeting of the country. He looked closely at each one, in 
a wild hope of seeing Fritz’s face. Until*he somehefw found 
Fritz he could never find Emmy. If sne was in this place 
only Fritz would know of it. Wherever she was Fritz would 
be the one to know. 

. The first thing I’ll do, he thought, is to go into a tobac- 
conist’s or a postcard shop and inquire there. And if they 
don’t know, then the chances are he’s ntft in thfe villaj;e. 
So the next thing will be to try the church. Fritz was a 
good Catholic, as I remember. If he’s left, the priest will 
probably know where he has gone. 

Bht he knew it would be a bad thing to have to ask too 
many questions. He didn’t want the whole village to know 
that a man from America was inquiring for Fritz Keller. 
Already he had met with suspicion at the hotel. There were 
others hotels, too, to be looked into later. Perhaps it would 
be best to wander around a bit first on the chance of running 
into him. 

Then he wondered if he would even know Fritz if he saw 
him. It had been ten years since Fritz left them. Ten years 
since they could afford him. And he must have come back 
here five years ago. He might be very changed, especially 
in different clothes and in a different setting and without 
the subservience of a good servant in all his gestures. Fritz 
laying out the silver for dinner and Fritz buying tobacco 
in a shop would ^e two different men. He remembered 
once when he was a child having gone into Fritz’s room 
one night to ask him something. He found Fritz sitting 
by a window with his chair tilted back and his feet on the 
sill. He had taken off his coat and wore only his waistcoat. 
It was warm and his shirt-sleeves were rolled up. ^He was 
smoking a long pipe. Mark was both shocked and pleased 
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to see how different he looked. It was like a fairy story 
where the frog turned into a man at night. 

About a kilometre from the village he began to hear a 
lovely sound, very faint and small, a trembling of bells. It 
was so lovely and so icy clear it absorbed all other sounds in 
the valley as the white of the snow absorbed occasional 
colours. He stood still to listen. It came gradually nearer, 
growing lovelier is it came, until aroimd a bend of the 
road a heavy sledgfc appeared drawn by oxen and of the 
sort used to haul logs down the mountains. Two men were 
perched on it. As it came near Mark drew aside to let it pass. 

He saw the two men high over him. One was a brown 
fellow with a stolid face and a great beard, wearing the 
coht of the country and the hat with a brush in it. He held 
a pipe in his mouth and in his hands the long, leather 
reins. The other klso wore the country coat, but his hat, 
low over his ears, was an andent Ilomburg, with a strangely 
city look about it, and under it his face was long and 
unhealthily pale. As they passed slowly, in a tremor of bells, 
the man’s pinkish hare’s eyes looked down at Mark and 
then he looked quickly away again. , 

Mark stood still, uncertain and even unbelieving, then 
he turned and ran after the sledge. “Hey, wait a irrinutel” 
he called. “Wait, I want to speak to you.” 

The sledge stopped and with it the music of the bells, 
leaving a sudden quiet. 

The driver drew on his pipe, letting the smoke curl from 
the thicket of his beard. He looked at Mark with brown 
eyes, stolid as stones. The other man looked at him too, 
Ws wild, hare’s eyes pink at the edges and empty of intelli- 
gence. He sat still, but with ^ stillness of suppressed agility, 
as though at a touch or a word he v/ould ^ap off and scamper 
away. His whole body, soft and soft-boned as a hare’s, was 
quivering with eagerness to be gone. But he held himself 
with su<^ an effort, under Mark’s scrutiny, that he might 
have been trjdng to make himself invisible. 

“Don’t you know me?” Mark said. 

The man turned to his companion with an exaggerated 
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look of inquiry as though to say, Well, what do you make 
.of this? 

“Don’t pretend you don’t know me,” Mark said. Then 
he began to speak hurriedly in English: “Tell me where 
she is. I got the letter. You addressed it and it came from 
here. Is she near here? Is there a prison here, a camp?” 

The man lifted a big, pale, supple hand and scratch^ his 
ear. He shook his head and smiled in a foolisti, yokel 
embarrassment, or an imitation of yokel embarrassment. 

“ Cut it out, Fritz,” Mark said sljarply. “ I know you, 
You know me. What are you trying to do? You can’t let 
her down, you know. Where is she? Tell me quickly. That’s 
all I want to know. I’ll see you won’t get in any troybl^.” 

The man nudged his companion witli his eltow and 
smiled, but the other man was not amused. He drew on 
his pipe and looked at Mark as his oxen might look at him. 
He gave a little impatient jerk of his hand and the oxen 
tossed their heads, letting loose little shivers of bells. 

Mark said, “ You’re not going to make me remind you 
of all you owe her, are you? The time Minna was sick and 
sjie got you the best doctor in New York. A hundred other 
things, too. You couldn’t forget if you wanted ” 

A car passed so close it splashed wet snow on his legs 
The man had stopped smiling his yokel smile, but his eyes 
were lighted up with jeering amusement. 

“Then what did you send me the letter for,” Mark said, 
“if you’re that scared? Why didn’t you keep out of it? 
You must want to help her.” 

The man leaned over and shouted at him in his own 
language “I dgn’t understand you. I don’t know what 
you want.” • 

His voice was slipckingly shrill and loud. 

“Why, God damn youl” Mark said. 

But suddenly another look came m the man’s eyes, a 
sharp, cunning look. 

“The railroad station is over there," he said, pointing 
with his pale, supple hand. “Over there I” he shouted, as 
one shouts at a foreigner. 
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“O.K.,” Mark said. He stared at him, but tlie look was 
gone. “I’m going back to town,” he said, still in English, 
“if that’s what you mean. If you mean she’s in town and 
not here, just tell me she’s not here.” 

The man shook his head violently. 

“Not here? Well — I’ll be at the Four Seasons Hotel, if 
you want to see me.” 

The driver gaveS:he exclamation of a man whose patience 
has given out and the sledge moved on. It went slowly up 
the snowy road leavipg Mark standing there. There was 
no use following it. If Fritz were too scared he could easily 
make trouble for him and spoil his two remaining resources, 
freedom and obscurity. 

' Fritz had let 'him down too, that was all there was to it. 
He’d been a fool to count on Fritz. He wasn’t what he’d 
remembered him to be. People build up romantic feelings 
towards their servants that the servants never have towards 
them. For Fritz to send the letter at all was more than he 
had a right to expect of him. How had they ever come to 
look on Fritz as a sort of family saviour? Still, he thought, 
he may look me up at the Four Seasons. In any case, there|s 
no use staying here. 

He watched the sledge to a curve in the road and»listencd 
to the bells making the air of the valley lovely, long after 
it had passed from sight. 

Then when he could bear them no more he started back 
to the hotel. His feet would hardly take him. He was 
drowned in disappointment and despair. Now that he knew 
she was not here, the country became blank and dark, and 
he felt foolish, too, for having expected that she would be 
found so easily. And what, was there to do now ? Fritz 
would never look him up. ‘ 

At eight o’clock that night he took the little mountain 
train down to the main line station several kilometres 
away. Wedged in among the skiers, he sat with his head 
down, his hands over his eyes. Some way down the black 
valley he opened them, looked out and saw the smothered, 
soft lights of a house, a large house, a manor house, per- 
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haps. The lights went slowly by like a minor constellation 
•in the night. He thought suddenly it might be the Coun- 
tess’s house. The train whistled at an unseen crossing, and 
he thought of her out there in the dark. Quite lost, she 
was. Quite lost. He saw her clearly again, and her beauty 
was more potent in memory than when he had seen it, 
mixed with his anger and disgust. But she was beautiful, 
sadly and poignantly so, a pale, hollow snell of beauty. He 
thought of her as though she were already dead. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


The girls ate all the black plum jam for tea. From the 
corner of the room the radio purred out waltzes from 
Vienna and the windows were squares of violet white in 
the rosy, dusky room. 

The girl from St,, Joseph said, “The ski instructor is 
divine. I’ve never seen such a figure! And such a funny, 
popping voice. I can’t understand a word, but he talks like 
a little engine, missing fire all the time.” 

“When we come back from town,” said the Countess, 
“ I’ll have some of the yoimg officers over from the garrison. 
I know one or two nice ones. We’ll have a little party 
Monday night, if we get back in time.” 

“How simply divine! I simply adore them,” Mari^ said. 
“They’re so beautiful and so naive.” 

“Couldn’t we get Leo Mannheim?” Suzanne asked. 

A look of pain came over the Countess’s face. She dldn’*" 
answer immediately and the girls, seeing her distress, 
assumed vacant expressions until she should recoveh. Only 
Suzanne continued to look gravely questioning Finally 
the Countess said, “ I don’t know. I’m afraid he’s gone away 
somewhere. I — that is — I’m sure he’s gone.” 

“ Oh,” Suzanne said. 

Only a week ago Leo Mannheim bad come down lor the 
day with his father. When Leo wrote to say they were 
coming she had been disturbed and felt a gyievous, sense of 
guilt. For years they had been friends. When her husband 
was alive they never came s6uth withoj’t dining with the 
Mannheims. The elder Mannheim came often to their 
place for the shooting, and Leo she could remember as a 
child in a fantastic sailor suit, rolling a hoop in the English 
garden. But for well over a year she had hardly seen them. 
It was qpt to be unkind, not to join in any way in the ring 
of hate that was surrounding them, not even entirely from 
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cowardice, but from neglect, lassitude, and the growing 
wdread of people. 

They tised to make the long trip to and from town in 
their big luxurious car. This time they came by train, 
third class. She had one of the best limches for them and 
got out her best Riesling and was as kind and natural as 
she could be. But it was hard to conceal her shock at the 
change in the elder Mannheim. He had^been a siAve and 
worldly man, a little oveivelegant in his clothes, a little 
over-flowery in his speecha. He looked now incredibly old, 
his coat was shabby and two long stains ran from his eyes 
dq,wn liis cheeks to his beard. He spoke so little she thought 
he was perhaps slipping into senility, his hands trembled 
as he ate, and as he sat at her table his air Of humility and 
persecution and a sort of innocence produced a hush even 
among the girls. Even Leo, who was so* handsome in his 
soft exaggerated way, so gay and talkative, made them 
silent,*and only Suzanne could speak naturally to him. Leo 
and Suzanne seemed to enjoy each other. After lunch, 
when the girls had gone ski-ing and while old Mannheim 
appeared to doze for a while, he and Suzanne sat on a couch 
in the library and talked. 

As tliey left the Countess had drawn Leo aside. Juli 
was helping the old man on with his coat. “ What are you 
going to do, Leo?” she said. “Are you going to stay here? 
Can’t you get away somewhere?” She felt that they must 
have some plan. Some plan to find money, to shelter them- 
selves, to go somewhere, to do some^ng that would 
mitigate their intolerable fate. Every one, no matter how 
hard pressed, hu some secret refuge. If they had one and 
she coulJ know it for a fact, ^e would be free of them. 
She wanted terribly;, to be free 6f them. “ What about your 
medicine?” she persisted. “In America or England or even 
France you could go on practising it. You mustn’t lose 
your skill. Think of all you meant to do with it. You can 
be of value to humanity, Leo. You should try to forget 
these other sad things that have happened and fiy your 
mind on that end.” Leo only laughed. “ Do you know what 
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Spinoza said ? He said no man tries to preserve his being for 
the sake of any end.” That had seemed to her bookish and 
pretentions. She had no time to say any more. 

Two days later Knrt told her, “Oh, by the way, your 
friend the young Mannheim shot himself this morning.” 
She had thought she was going to faint. “ He was a fool,” 
Kurt said. He spoke with a frosty impatience. “No one 
who beiiaves him^self need fear anything.” 

She did not know what she would find to say to the 
elder Mannheim. She forced herself to go to the funeral; 
but when she met him there she saw he did not realize at 
all what had happened. , 

Sully was saying graciously, “Some of them are very 
6ean and well 'groomed, almost like Englishmen,” 

To the girl from St. Joseph Marie whispered, “ Wait till 
you see what’s c6ming to-night. You’ll simply pass out. 
He’s divine.” 

The Countess got up and went into the library to write 
a note to Mr. Mark Preysing. When she had finished it she 
moved restlessly around the bookshelves looking for a book 
to distract her. She pulled many in and out. Suddenly she 
came on one, back of some larger ones, in the “art book” 
section. What a curious coincidence, she thought/ and she 
took it upstairs with her. 

Lying down to rest before dressing for dinner, she looked at 
it. It had been published nearly forty years ago by a famous 
publishing house and it was called The House of Richard 
Ritter, It was a record with engravings and photographs of 
the house btiilt by the painter Ritter for his wife, shortly 
after he had married her, when he was the most fashionable 
portrait painter in the couptry. He had built tiiis house 
entirely to his own taste, designing ai^d decorating every* 
room himself, in a style that was half Pompeian and half 
what was then considered “ new art.” It housed a collection 
of antique vases and small bronzes, a few genuine Roman, 
some reproductions, and Ritter’s own pictures, done in a 
half nqjstic, half classical manner, a little in the style of 
Gustave Moreau. Looked at even now, some of the rooms 
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still seemed beautiful and had the curious charm of a very 
•personal period piece, like Strawberry Hill or Whistler’s 
Peacock Room. At the time it was built it had been taken 
very seriously, seriously enough to write a learned book 
about. The introduction, she saw with some surprise, had 
bcpn written by the Grand Duke, who was Kurt’s father-in- 
law. She read it and saw that the Grand Duke had been 
a warm admirer of Ritter and had managed to keep any 
condescension out of his praise. Then she remembered that 
she had heard someone say that the Grand Duke had later 
been a warm admirer of Ritter’s daughter. But a woman 
like Emmy Ritter must have had many admirers and a 
grand duke was to her almost a staple, like Hour or beans, 
just as such a woman in her turn was alihost a ^aple for 
a grand duke. She smiled faintly at the thought of the 
young man she had just met, painting 'portraits of grand 
dukes, receiving gratefully their dedications and building 
himsAf a Pompeian house. 

She left the book on her chaise longue to dress for dinner. 

Knowing that the General would come, Juli had put out 
tjjie dirndl of silvery grey brocade he liked to see her wear, 
and the Countess wound her ash-coloured braids around 
her head in a coronet, in the fashion he preferred, but 
thinking the whole effect needed accent she put on her lips 
a few strokes of lipstick, rubbing it in so he would think 
it was natural. He worshipped health, but he also insisted 
on naturalness, and when one was underweight and anaemic 
and had nervous headaches this was hard to live up to. 

She waited till she heard his car outside and then went 
downsttgrs to t^te library. He was standing in the midst of 
the girls, immensely tall and .<jplid and handsome. He wore 
a uniform and his Q;ionocle gle&med in one eye; his thinning 
hair was brushed back like satin and he held himself very 
erect so that he would not sag below the waist. Everything 
about him had that military dandyism so endearing to 
women because it is so masculine. Sully and Marie were 
talking to him, and the other girls looked on with pleasure, 
almost with fright. In this short moment he had cast a 
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spell over them, the spell of the great, handsome, male 
animal, experienced but secret, and each one wanted to 
shine for him. 

He kissed the Countess’s hand and said what he had never 
failed to say for the last fifteen years: "My dear Ruby, 
how beautiful you look.” Then she presented him to the 
girl from St. Joseph, who knew at once that in this room, 
in this fosy light, These people grouped in exactly this way, 
were what she had left St. Joseph to see. 

At the long table the Gener^ sat at the Countess’s right 
with Sully at his otfier side and the girls in diminishing 
degrees of importance down the table. When they were 
seated the Countess noticed a vacant chair. It was for 
Suzanne? She vKindered if she had fallen asleep in her room 
or become absorbed in a book. She sent one of the maids to 
fetch her. 

The soup was very good. A warm atmosphere of admir- 
ation filled the room and the girls caught the contagion 
from each other; and even the maids, their heads tied in silk 
handkerchiefs, handling dishes just outside the circle of 
candlelight, moved like the humble followers of a ritual 
of worship. 

The General was affable and talkative. He behaved as 
though this were his house, and indeed he had managed to 
make this house seem to be his own. He could never live 
at ease in anything but his own territory. It must be his, 
or become Us, spiritually, physically if possible. This 
protected his capacity for being hurt. It also made him 
more unfailingly the centre, since neglect hurt him worse 
than anything else. He had a hundred ways of pro- 
tecting himself. Even Lois^ the dog, when she was alive, 
had served him. If a question became difficult, if attention 
went too far towards a point where he couldn’t follow it, 
“Look at Loisel,” he would say, “how fat she is getting.” 
He adored animals. 

Now he talked to the girls about ski-ing and spoke well 
of thei^r instructor and said the snow had been rather poor 
this year. To put the new girl at her ease he asked about 
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the snow in America and listened while she told him of a 
•place in New Hampshire where her cousin had been to ski, 
■ and of Sim Valley in Idaho. The General said he’d like to 
go to America some time, and he added jokingly, " When 
the world becomes a little easier to get around in.” 

. The Countess heard the hoot of a train outside in the 
dark. I& was the little mountain train, going down the 
valley to the main line. It had a sad, harried soirnd, and 
she had to remind herself that it was actually full of happy 
skiers going home after a day in the, snow. 

Suzanne came in and murmured an apology in her ear. 
Her face was pale and tired. She had taken a nap and over- 
slept, she said, and not heard the bell. It occurred tp tlu 
Countess that Suzanne had been very mhch taken with 
young Mannheim and had perhaps guessed something of 
his final tragedy. Yes, she must have been very taken by 
him, even in so short a time, the rather dour and self- 
suffiaVnt Suzanne. She will forget him, the Countess 
thought, and so must I. She turned her attention resolutely 
to the General. 

• He was talking to the intent young faces turned towards 
him like sunflowers. It was of an experience of his during 
the war.' The Countess had heard it before. It must have 
started from talk about the snow, because be was describing 
npw a Polish forest deep in snow, so deep his horse could 
barely flounder through it. He was in a lancer regiment, 
he said, that was when he was on the eastern front, and he 
liad become lost. “ It does not matter why,” he said, smiling 
gently, fixing his monocle more firmly in his eye, “but I 
was lost-^very Ipst — and had been for a long time. Finally 
at night I saw lights and they were the first sign of life 
I had come on for « whole da^. They were from the win- 
dows of a low, wooden house, a hunting lodge, I imagine, 
but before I reached it 1 saw the snow was trampled and 
I could smell horses. It was so cold the horses ^d been 
stabled in a sort of outbuilding which was locked, so I had 
no way of telling if they belonged to friends or enemies. 
But as 1 prowled around 1 began to smell something better 
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than tlie smell of horses. It was the smell of food, and I 
heard voices and laughter from inside the house. I leave 
you to imagine how hungry and exhausted 1 was, since I 
was willing to take any chance that these voices and this 
laughter would be friendly. There was no guard at the 
door of the lodge, no sentry. The place was so rempte, 
whoever were th^re must have imagined themselves to be 
as safe ^ on the moon. So 1 opened the outside door of the 
lighted room.” 

He paused and Ipoked around with pleasure at their 
expectant faces. “There I saw a long table covered with 
food and wine, and with alx)Ut twenty officers sitting around 
it. ^ I opened the door tliere was dead silence and a servant 
who held a gf^at tray of bottles stood right by me and 
never moved. But I saw that the officers were my enemies. 
1 said, ‘ Oh f pardon' and shut the door very quickly. I heard 
the tray of bottles all crashing to the floor.” 

“You got away?” *■ 

“Yes, I got away. They must have thought I had a 
regiment outside, or else they were hungry and exhausted 
too. But as 1 rode off 1 kept laughing to myself at their 
faces, so surprised, as though the devil himself had ap- 
peared, and thinking of how politely I had said, ‘ ‘Pardon'” 

The girls laughed tremulously, even now alarmed at his 
danger, and the General repeated, smiling, Pardon I' 
What a thing to sayl” 

The Ck)untess met Suzanne’s (^e and saw that this 
anecdote had made her feel neither admiration nor vicarious 
alarm. And suddenly she knew by a slight movement of 
the General’s jaw that he also had caught Suzanne’s critical 
look and was hurt by it. He disliked Suzanne. “ That gii 1,” 
he said to tlie Countess onCe, “has a mind like a piece of 
fake jewellery from the Rue de Rivoli. And she is very 
ugly.” But still he could be hurt by her. It was so difficult 
to be certain of what was going to hurt him. Once or twice 
she herself had tried to hurt him. She had used all her 
knowledge of him, all her skill and whatever cruelty she 
could summon. But he remained impervious. And tlien 
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again a slight no sharper than a blade of grass would be 
•enough to make him wince. 

“I was saying,” the General said to her, “that after 
dinner you must sing to us.” 

He had passed from war, she realized to art, and was 
telling them about his love of music. 

“Certainly,” she said. “Whatever yoi^ like, if Suzanne 
will play my accompaniment.” * 

The General readjusted his monocle and looked down 
tlie table at her. “And does Mademoiselle Suzanne play?” 

“I can play Madame’s accompaniment,” said Suzanne. 
She spoke with the calm of being the only one who did not 
find him attractive, but even one who did not findchin^ 
attractive was enough to spoil the charm, to make a flaw 
in his little reign over them. Such a rei^ must be unani* 
mous. For the rest of the meal the General was silent, and 
the girls felt tire enjoyment had gone out of things. 

Th^y took their coffee in the music-room and presently 
Suzanne sat down at the piano. The Countess asked the 
General what he’d like to hear. “ Sing ‘ Du hist die ruh,'” 
he said. She leaned on the back of the piano and sang. Her 
voice had a lovely dark quality and was fairly well 
trained, though now rather husky and worn. She looked 
beautiful and serene as the song, standing there in her 
antique dress, and the girls applauded her. The General, 
his arms crossed on his chest, stared at her and said nothing 
and a heavy vein that was in one temple pulsed visibly. 
Suzanne at the piano bowed her head and seemed lo be in 
a momentary submission to the music and to them. “It’s 
heaven,” ;iaid Stilly, and the girl from St. Joseph thought 
vaguely that it was a pity people couldn’t all get together 
*like this all the tinv, in this sd!rt of union over something 
nice instead of hating each other the way they did, and 
having thought this, she felt a pleasing glow, as though she 
had made a contribution to the peace of the world. 

Aftei- tliis they played bridge at two tables and the 
General played with them. The atmosphere of admiration 
was restored. Suzanne, who didn’t play bridge, took a 
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book into a comer and no one noticed her. The General 
was gay again. He made little jokes. They weren’t allowed', 
of course, to play for stakes, and he played vety badly, over- 
bidding wildly and sometimes even mistaking the suit. 
" Please be kind to my jack,” he would say as he tried a finesse 
with it. “He’s an orphan. I picked him up on the street.” 
Then ^e’d makecan absurd face as it was taken. “You’re 
a scream,” the girl from St. Joseph said. He overbid so 
outrageously that every time h? laid down his hand they 
rocked with laughter. They were all astonished when the 
little musical clock played the first bars of “ Voi che saptU” 
As it struck the hour they counted the strokes. Eleven.* It 
wouldn’t be believed. The Countess put down her cards. 
“OflT to* bed, ail of you,” she said. “It’s very late.” The 
General pleaded ,for them to be allowed to stay up longer 
like an older, privileged child pleading for those younger. 
The girls watched him delightedly. “No, no,” the Countess 
said, smiling, “they’ll be too tir^ to-morrow.” 

The girls got up and said good-night. Then they went 
off down the gallery to the other wing of the house, where 
they had their rooms. < 

The Countess began to gather up the cards and put them 
back in their cases. 

“Would you like something to drink?” she said, and 
without waiting for an answer she rang for Juli. When the 
tray of cherry wine and schnapps came the General said to 
Juli, “Tell my chauffeur to bring the car to the front door.” 
“ And then go to bed, Juli,” the Countess added. She poured 
his schnapps and her cherry wine and they sat in silence. 
The General took a cigarette from a gold<case with a long 
silk cord hanging from it, j;ut it in a holder and lighted it., 
He blew the smoke slowly out, looking vaguely at the 
ceiling. The Countess leaned her elbows on the card-table 
and watched him. The atmosphere of the room h.ul become 
domestic. 

Suddenly she said, “ Kurt, you and I never argue, do we ?” 

“No,” he said. “Why should we?” 

“But we quarrel, don’t we?” 
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“ That is different. People of the same mind may quarrel, 
J)Ut they have nothing to argue about.” 

• “Are you entirely sure we’re of the same mind?” 

“Aren’t you?” he said, looking at her. 

“How can I be? I don’t really know most of the time 
what’s in your mind. How are you so sure you know 
what’s iij mine?” 

He made a gesture of impatience and closed Ins eyes. 
“I’m very tired to-night,” he said. 

“ If you thought for a ihoment we weren’t,” she insisted, 
“would you hate me for it? I think ‘you would. I think 
yop’d hate the tiniest thought that wasn’t your thought, 
even if it lay in such a secret place that you were the only 
one in the world to know about it. I ako thiidc you’d* 
hate me, my skin and my eyes and my hair and all of me. 
Isn’t that so?” * 

The General got up suddenly and without looking up 
at him she knew he was angry. “Ruby,” he said, “you are 
ridiculous. You may think exactly what you like, about 
the cherry wine, about music, about God. It is a sickness 
that comes on us every now and then to imagine that every 
little abortion of thought should be respected.” 

He walked out of the room, across the hall to the vesti- 
bule, and opened the front door. In a misty, white halo 
from the outside lamp his car waited. The chauffeur got 
out and stood before him on the crackling, salty snow. 
“Drive into the village,” the General told him in a low 
voice, “and stay at the inn as usual. At five in the morning 
come and wait lor me at the foot of the hill, the same 
place.” 

The cKauffeur saluted, got in the car and drove off'. 

The General closed the door»gently after him and turned 
off the outside light. Seeing a girl’s coat fallen from a hook, 
he picked it up and carefully replaced it. Then he sat down 
on the bench in the vestibule to smoke another cigarette. 

Upstairs the girls heard the car go down the driveway. 
“There he goes,” said Marie, who was sitting on t^e edge 
of Sully’s bed. “They’re too wonderful, aren’t they? Like 
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something in a booL I hear they’ve been in love for years 
and years.” 

“She went to America,” said Sully, “when her husband 
died, and then came back. The music teacher told me all 
about it, the one who was here last year. She couldn’t stand 
it away from him, he said.” 

“Why don’t they marry?” 

“Oh, didn’t ybu know? He’s got a wife somewhere, 
ages older than he and a frightful swell, royal and all that 
. sort of thing.” ' 

“Oh, redly. I dfdn’t know that. Anyway, I suppose 
that would spoil it.” 

Suzanne was talking to the girl from St. Joseph. 

“1 admit sh* has a certain quality,” she said, “and even 
he, yes, in his way even he has.” 

“I think they’Ie sweet,” the American said. 

“You think they are sweet I What a curious word. I 
think they are pathetic, perhaps, but also a little dangerous, 
and they are old, old.” 

The Ck>untess went to her room and undressed, putting 
on a soft, white woollen gown, gathered at the throat aqd 
wrists and tied with a red cord arotmd the waist. Its thi^ 
folds covered the thinness of her lovely bones. Then she 
let down her heavy, ash*blonde braids. In her room was 
a yellow porcelain stove, like a great tulip, but it was too 
old and burned out to use and the room was very cold. 
She lay on her chaise longue and pulled a white for coverlet 
over her knees. Juli had left a pot of hot peppermint tea 
on the table by her under a lamp and, seeing the book 
about Ritter’s house on the chaise longue^ she had placed 
it there too. The Countess j:ook the b^k on her 'lap, but 
didn’t look at it. • ^ 

She was wondering if Kurt had gone away in his car 
without even saying good-bye. That was just the kind of 
thing he often did. He would go away and sometimes she 
wouldn’t hear from him for weeks. At first she used to write 
him notes or try to telephone him. When the notes were 
unanswered and she was told over the telephone that he 
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was not at home she would humiliate hetsdf further. She 
.would walk down windy streets where he might pass, or 
•stand in a crowded drawing-room, her head tum^ from 
the door, listening for each new voice. If he didn’t come 
she’d be the last to leave, and even if he did come they would 
perhaps only greet each other coldly and the waiting would 
be^n again. But at least she would have seen him, and 
there was always the chance that in the midst of all those 
people he would manage to give her a sudden, tender look 
of forgiveness. Even to think of these things now made 
her grow hot with weariness and shame. She had learned 
to. leave him alone. He would always come back when he 
himself couldn’t stand it any longer. 

She sat quite still, listening for some sdund of him in* 
the house and hearing her own heart beating quickly. And 
she reproached herself for having angered him. It was not 
now only a question of their peace, but of his health. He 
was nt> longer a young man. Like the porcelain stove, he 
was almost burn^ our. 

She didn’t hear him coming up the stairs, but when 
the door opened her palms broke into a cold sweat of 
relief. 

He said nothing as he came across the room. He sat 
down on the foot of her chaise longue without kissing her 
and he looked neither angry nor ardent. His face had its 
heavy, dreamy look. 

“Reading?” he asked, turning over the book on her 
knees so he could see the title. 

“Yes,” she said. “I found this in the library after tea. 
It’s about Ritter’s house.” 

• “Yes,*I see tfiat,” he said. “Why arc you interested in 
* Ritter’s house?” ^ * 

“I just found it, that’s all.” 

He was going to go on being difficult. Not forever, not 
all night, but still fbr a while. She sighed and said, “1 
think the house is still charming. Look at the library.” 
She made a move to show him, but he closed the bqpk and 
said, “I know that house well.” 
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* Yes, I suppose you do. Ritter was a friend of the Grand 
Duke, wasn’t he? Didn’t he once paint your wife?” 

“ Yes, he painted Ernestine,” he said, “ as a very young 
girl. He painted every one then. He was very fashionable. 
The Grand Duke made him the fashion.” 

She remembered what she knew about the Grand Duke’s 
little coun and the charm of its modest, intellectual gaiety. 
She thought of th'e Princess Ernestine, Kurt’s wife, and the 
few occasions when she had seen her. The Princess Ernestine 
was already an old maid when ^he married. It was alter 
the war and she had long since refused a Scandinavian 
prince and a Russian grand duke. She was an ugly wom^n, 
but with a vigorous, eccentric character. When she married 
TLurt* she said i# was time someone broke away from these 
incestuous royal marriages. She said all they ever bred 
were qualities of "courage, idiocy, and love of family life, 
and her family had enough ot these already. Her marriage 
with Kurt, however, bred nothing at all, least of all ti love 
of family life. Like many brave and honest gestures, it led 
only to another convention and seemed in the end hardly 
worth the eflPort. 

“ I went to the opera the other night with some friend 
of Ernestine’s,” he said. “People from New York.” 

“ Were they nice ?” 

“I don’t like them. They are the ones we knew in Paris 
that time and on Elverton’s yacht. Ernestine picked tlicm 
up. She sometimes has extraordinary tastes.” 

“ It’s difficult to j udge people of another country,” she said. 

“Ernestine thinks all Americans entertaining,” he said. 
“You probably know these people — ^they are from New 
York.” ^ * * 

“You are like the Princa-is,” she sai^, smiling. “Every • 
time I saw her she said to me, ‘ I’ve just met some delightful 
people from New York. You must know them. Their name 
is Rosenstein.*” 

“Yes, Ernestine has strange tastes,” he repeated, smiling. 
“She belongs in an age where one could afford to have 
them.” His good humour seemed to have come back. He 
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yawned and loosened the collar of his tunic. “Drink your 
• tea,** he said, “if you really want it." He leaned across her, 

■ took off the quilted cosy and poured her a steaming cup. 
“ Why do you drink this dreadful stuff?” he asked agreeably. 

“It makes me sleep,” she said. 

.“I’ll make you sleep,” he said, but she put her arms 
around his nedk, holding him bade teasingly, not to give 
in too easily and too soon, to make him fcel at least a little 
preliminary uncertainty, since he had made her feel so much. 

“I must drink my tea’,” she said. She released her arm 
and took her cup up, hdd it to her lips and blew on it 
gently. “Whatever became of Ritter’s daughter,” she asked. 
“That actress, Emmy Ritter?” 

He got up and crossed the room, took <jff his tunic ancT 
himg it on the back of a chair. His face was turned from 
her as he said, “She went to America, I 'believe.” 

He smoothed the tunic carefully from the shoulders down 
beford turning around. As he came towards her again his 
face was cold and thoughtful. “Why do you ask that?” 
he said 

, She iclt a little prick of fear at once. Perhaps he’d seen 
young Preysing. He’s jealous, she thought. But he couldn’t 
have seen him, or heard of him. Then why should he be 
angry' “The book made me think of her,’’ she said. 

“Did you ever know Emmy Ritter?” he asked. “She 
lived in New York too.” 

“No,” she said, “you’re as bad as the Princess. Why 
should I know her ? I saw her play once. In the Doll's Bouse, 

I think. Years ago.” 

“But^now you are interested in her,” he said. He sat 
down again on the foot of the chaise longue. “ AU at once,” 
he said, “ I find yot^ interested m this Emmy Ritter. Why ?” 

The heavy vein in his temple began to pulse visibly, and 
she could sec the fine veins in his eyes. She forgot Emmy 
Ritter in her anxiety for him. The doctor had told him 
he must avoid excitement. Kurt had admitted this to her 
once and had even given her, with some embarrasspient, a 
list of the things he must eat and not eat. He had high 
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blood-pressure, he said. But then he quickly got over this 
fear and scorned all the doctor had said and returned to his 
cult of robust health through an active, virile life. But she 
hadn’t forgotten, even though she hadn’t dared speak of it. 
She kept his regime in her desk drawer and always referred 
to it. She tried to avoid what would make him angry, and 
even in ’'he midst of love she listened anxiously for his 
quickenihg pube. 

“Kurt,” she said earnestly, “try not to be angry again. 
You know how terrible it is for Both of us. It has always 
been my great fear, that anger of yours. It’s like a dark 
hinterland somewhere around us. Have you never thought 
that we are too old now to be still skirting these borders? 
"Some day you’lt drag me in and we’ll be lost in it.” 

“Nonsense,” he said, “I ask you why you are interested 
all of a sudden in'* thb Emmy Ritter and you don’t want 
to answer me. Doesn’t it seem strange to you that you 
should suddenly pick a forgotten book about her houSe out 
of your library, one you’ve never shown me before, and that 
you insbt on questioning me and will not be put off?” 

“ No. Why should it seem strange to me?” 

“I’ll tell you why. But first tell me, have you been 
reading anything about her in your papers, in your Ameri- 
can papers, I mean?” 

“ I don’t know what you’re talking about. I hardly ever 
see an American paper. But I’ve read nothing about her 
in any papers. What is all this? It seems to me you are the 
one who b really concerned about her.” 

“Well, I’ll tell you,” he said. “In a few days Emmy 
Ritter is going to be executed for treason.” 

“What I” She dropped bac^ and put one hand across her 
face. Her first feeling was pain. She repiembered the eyes 
of the young man by the lake, the look of anguish in them. 
Then fright, that was always in her bone marrows, welled 
up and took charge of her, and she only felt that she must 
hide anything she knew. There must be no link between 
the yoqng man and Kurt and herself. She rubbed her 
forehead and said in a bewildered voice: 
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“That’s dreadful. A woman I've never seen, to be 
•executed.” 

“ Her crime was treason,” he said, 

“But what does that mean? What did she do?” 

“It’s a very sordid story,” he said; “but since you’re 
so .concerned I’ll tell you.” He reached over and snapped 
his fingers against the book. “This pretty little house,” he 
said, “that you admire so much — she sold it.” * 

“Sold it? Is that treason?” 

“It could be. But, as it happens, tjie house in this case 
was only a trap. You know how many people here have 
been going to all sorts of lengths to get their money out 
of the cotmtry. Most of those we can catch. But people, 
who live elsewhere and still work against us sobietimes 
have property here, too, or relatives with property. These 
we keep a careful check on, and it occurred to someone that 
we should have an agency to encourage exchanges of pro- 
perty Und in that way we might get our hands on criminals 
we couldn’t otherwise touch. We’d take full advantage of 
their greed and treachery.” 

« He tells it to me just as he told me about Leo Mann- 
heim, she thought. Coldly and impatiently, determined to 
show no*apology. 

“So she came to sell her house,” she said. 

“Yes. But in this case there was bungling. She wasn’t 
meant really to sell her house, but she did after all. Not 
through our agent, but to a friend of hers. He was a man 
who had never got in trouble, and no one suspected him 
or thought of him. He paid her, it seems, a fantastically 
small su^. It i^n’t worth much, of course. But there is 
a possibility, since he went to,America directly after, that 
*he put another, larger, sum toiler account there. If he did 
it’s of no use to her now.” 

“What did they want her for? Why did they try to 
trap her like that?” 

“Oh, it’s all a sordid story, as I said. But you want to 
hear it. For years she had lived in America, but for at least 
a year before she came back the Secret Police have had an 
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eye on her. Rudi told me all this just last night at dinner. 
It seems she was the American agent for a very dangerous 
traitor — ^that’s a case you know nothing about, as his trial 
was very secret. This man used to enclose secret information 
in pamphlets for her to distribute in America. But they 
couldn’t do anything about her. She persisted in staying 
there, ard she ha(j no relatives left here through whom she 
might be reached.” 

He got up from the chaise longue and began to walk up 
and down the room, his hands stuck through his belt. 

“Ritter died years ago, and so did her mpther. I remem- 
ber them, though, when I was a very young man. Her 
mother had a sort of salon, d la foemcaise. All the loose- 
thinking intellA;tuals and all the morbid poets and decadent 
painters, of whom no one has ever heard since, used to 
foregather there. ' I went there once or twice myself as a 
young man, with the same curiosity that I first went to a 
brothel. I saw this Emmy Ritter there, when she ^was a 
girl, a big staring-eyed girl, very tliin and sallow. Some 
people actually thought her beautiful. Those who hadn’t 
been able to become the mother’s lovers tried to become 
hers. Oh, I know the atmosphere she was brought up in.” 

“But she married, didn’t she? I — I think,” her voice 
sank, “I seem to have heard she has children.” 

“Yes, she married an actor of some sort. I can’t even 
remember his name. They went to America together and 
he died there. They say she got along very well without 
him. Oh, yes, she did as she pleased in America. She was 
safe as long as she stayed in America.” 

As he paced up and down his voice rose, and a choked, 
passionate note came in it. ,His face had turned a* dull red. 
“But she began to need money badly,” Jxe said. “She was 
no longer a success and she was used to living luxuriously. 
“ Yes,” he said, standing before her and looking down at her 
with a cunning, superior look, “Rudi tells me they had had 
their eye on this house for some time. They thought if 
anything would bring her back this would.” 

“So they’re going to kill herl” 
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“Not to kill her. To execute her. There’s a difference." 
* “And only becatise of those pamphlets. But what could 
‘ have been in those pamphlets?” 

“Stop these silly questions!” he cried. “I should never 
try to explain anything to you. What’s in the pamphlets? 
I believe if you could, you’d save her from sheer senti- 
mentality. In America, I’m told, criminals are always loved 
by hordes of degenerate women. Pull yourself togcflier, my 
dear,” he said angrily. “ Don’t try to meddle in judgments 
of people who know wfiat they’re ,doing. If I say that 
woman is guilty, believe me she’s guilty. I tell you she’s 
so guilty, if I were to see her here now, I’d shoot her down 
like a dog.” , 

He made a vulgar gesture of bravado ind arrogance. 

“ Don’t !” she said. And she meant, Don’t go on showing 
yourself to me like this. I know you half enjoy it. It’s a 
perverse kind of intimacy. It’s like some of those things 
we n?ver talk about. You must love me anyway, you say. 
You must love me whether you want to or not. 

He stood over her aggressively, but wanting already, 
eow that he’d had his say, to change the direction, only 
not knowing how to do it. She saw this, too, but he was 
still ugly to her. 

“So Rudi told you all this,” she said. “How clever of 
Rudi to catch that woman in one of his traps!” 

Suddenly she wanted to cry. “I hate your friend Rudi,” 
she said “He’s vile. Every one knows just what he is.” 

“Rudi ” he began, and words failed him. For a 

moment he looked frightened himself. Then his voice 
suddenly becanje angry again, twice as angry because he 
had been ready to change. , 

“Rudi isn’t my friend. Add don’t you suppose I know 
what he is, as well as you do? I’ve known him since he 
was a boy, but I don’t like him either. I have to see him 
occasionally, that’s all.” 

He shouted at her as though he were trying to make a 
foreigner or an idiot understand him. , 

“Rudi has nothing to do with it!” 
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She said, “You’re giving me such a fearful headache. 
I wish I hadn’t spoken of her.” 

“I wish you hadn’t either,” he shouted; “but since you 
have, there is your story.” 

He turned away from her and walked up and down 
again. His fury showed in his walk, which was too deliber- 
ately steady, as though he’d been drinking. 

He’ll be sick, ^e thought. This is dangerous for him. 
But presently he controlled himself. He came back and 
said more calmly, “And another fhing. I must ask you not 
to mention any of tfiis to any one. The less said of these 
things the better. We are acting entirely within our rights, 
but no one on the outside is ever willing to understand, 
^nd feudi tells me that already in some way he hasn’t been 
able to tiace, news of this has leaked out. Just yesterday he 
received a visit fr'om the woman’s son. Yes, her son had 
somehow heard of it and come here to see what he could do.” 

She put her hands over her eyes and traced the lities of 
her eyebrows back and forth. 

“And can he do anything?” she asked. She was afraid 
that even through her closed eyes he would see an image 
of the dark, tormented young man and pluck him out and 
hold him to the light. 

“No, he can’t do anything,” he said, “except perhaps get 
in trouble himself, if he isn’t careful." 

“In trouble?” I was cruel to him, she thought, as ugly 
to him as Kurt is to me. I wish I could see him again and 
make it up to him. 

Suddenly she cried out hysterically, “Why do you have 
to execute a woman for that? I think ii:’s beastly. It’s 
stupid. She shouldn’t have more than a prison sentence. 
And you shouldn’t defend tlKm for it. you’re getting just 
like them, and sometimes I hate you for it. Sometimes 1 
can’t stand even to look at you. I live in a continuous feai 
for you and for me. You’re making us both like that, and 
1 can’t stand it, I tell you. I can’t stand it.” 

She ^dropped her head into her hands and gave a sob, 
half of fear, half of exhaustion. 
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They were both exhatisted. He looked at her gloomily, 
•feeling like herself suddenly slack and wasted. His anger 
•was all gone. 

“Ruby,” he said, “control yourself. You’ll wake up the 
house.” 

He sat down beside her. 

“Control yourself,” he repeated. “T^hese things have 
nothing to do with you. I shouldn’t have told yo\i if I’d 
known you’d take it like this. Now forget it at once. And 
be calm ” 

She pushed the book to the floor with her knee. It lay 
thpre in the fold of the fur rug. She w'anted to forget it, 
to wail it all out in one orgy of pity; pity for him, and 
for herself. • 

“ Oh, don’t let’s talk about it any more,” she said. “ Leo’s 
suicide has upset me terribly. I haven’t fflt well ever since. 
I can’t forget it. I wish I’d never known of it. There is 
no US9 my knowing all these things. I wish neither of us 
knew. I wish we could go away somewhere for awhile. I 
feel so ill and nervous here all the time. It’s not like it 
used to be.” 

He took her hands gently down from her face and held 
them in his. 

“ Poor little Ruby,” he said, “ poor little goose. How hard 
it is for you to understand. This is justice. Ruby, and 
women never understand justice. It’s a natural law, as exact 
as the laws that govern the symmetry of crystals. Don’t 
bother your pretty head about it. Let me attend to it.” 

She looked at him dully. She hadn’t been able even to 
cry. She felt only cold and sad and full of confasion. It 
would b^ better not to think, and then to go to sleep. 

• With one hand Ije took her belt and twisted it, tightening 
it around her thin waist. 

“You’re such a little goose,” he said, his voice tired and 
heavy, “but I’ll explain to you once more. In crystals the 
law has no consciousness, but the human creature’s con- 
sciousness breeds forces destructive to himself and his law. 
His little knowledge, his little thinking machine, his soft, 
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sentimental heart, these distort and interfere with the law. 
Justice is the rediscovery of that law. Do you sec?” 

In spite of his words he was breathing heavily as a man 
in love. 

“Yes, yes,” she murmured, “I see what you mean.” 

The red cord bit into her thin bones, then suddenly he 
released it and took her shoulders and put his face against 
her nelk. 

“Oh, Ruby,” he whispered, “don’t try to think at all. 
Let me think for us both. Don’t ‘you see what you’re trying 
to do? You’re spoiling our hope.” 

She turned her face away from him, but he flung himself 
heside her and put his arms around her, and all through 
'' him she felt the dangerous, quick pounding of his blood. 

“These things are terrible,” he said. “Don’t you think 
I know that? But we’ve lived through much worse, you 
and I. Oh, you must remember how much worse it all was. 
And now there’s hope for us. Everything is coming out 
all right. We’re hack in the rightful place that God gave us. 
People wanted to drag us down, but we didn’t let them.” 

His voice shooL “Godl What we’ve lived through 1 
Don’t spoil our hope. Ruby, yours and mine. Don’t spoil 
it even in your secret heart.” 

She didn’t answer, thinking only of darkness and of 
silence, trying to hurry them on, to draw them over like 
a cover. 

He said nothing more. After a moment she reached up 
and put out the light. Gradually his blood grew slower 
and he lay quite still, and she would have thought he was 
asleep but for the slow drain of tears that ran down her 
neck and lay in the hollow of her shoulder. 
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CHAPTER NINE 


At six in the evening when Hermann brought h^ soup 
Emmy said, “What day is it to-day?” 

“It’s Friday.” 

“Do you know what day it’s to b'*?” Emmy asked. 

Hermann answered importantly, “I heard him say 
next Wednesday. We have to have you up and walking by 
next Wednesday.” ^ ^ » 

All night she lay thinking, so it’s Wednesday— Wednes- 
day If it’s Friday now, I have four days. 

Now Friday must be gone. Now it must be Saturday, 
and that makes only three days. What will I do with thr^ 
days? If they’d let me go out and do what I wanted, what 
t^ould I do with three days? 

• Before daybreak rain began to fall outside and she heard 
the bugles, muffled by the sound of it, and presently the 
roll-call from somewhere inside the barracks, sharp name 
and answer. 

•“Emmy Ritter— Here — Emmy Ritter— Here,” she said 
to herself at each call. 

Now it’s really Saturday. What’ll I do to-day? I won’t 
lie here all day and w'ait. I’ll get up and walL I’ll talk 
to people. 

When* her thin coffee and bread came she could barely 
.choke them down. She couldn^t talk to Anna, who seemed 
to feel a little betoer to-day and would have liked to talk 
to her. She lay listening to the cars coming and going. 
To the rain. 

She tried to spend the time left her in thinking of what 
had been most real, her children, her work on the stage, 
her people for whom she had sacrificed so much. <rhese, 
she wanted to say, are my life, and because of them and 
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the flesh and blood and energy and hope I’ve put into them 
my life is a continuous thing. 

But all her consolations broke and became distorted and 
monstrous. What had been her work on the stage but a 
trivial, ephemeral gloss, a mimicry of life, falsified always 
by the restraints of comedy. And these people here? Weren’t 
they oqjy a sort of group image, made of idealized memories 
and associations? Under the image was an entirely different 
reality, gross, cowardly, unthinkjng and neurotically vain. 
As for Mark and Sahina, how real were their brightness 
and beauty and promise? Her agony at leaving them alone 
was itself a revelation of how much they were a creation 
fcOf her Iwe. ^ 

Oh, to have things simple and unchangeable just this 
once I To be released from this pitiful struggle to reconcile 
and to give form and value. To be released from the effort 
to preserve that which was never meant for anything but 
a vast, ever-mounting refuse heap, the great, inVisible 
midden of the race of man. 

Truly it was better to die and be over with it. She 
forced herself into premonitory lapses of consciousness that 
seemed long, but when she opened her eyes again a drop 
of rain on the window pane had not even moved. 

At mid-moming she said suddenly, “I’m going to 
get up.” 

“You’d better wait,” Anna said, “till Hermann comes, 
or the doctor.” 

“Nonsense,” Emmy said, “I’ll do better alone.” 

She turned over and put her long legs down to the floor. 
Anna watched her. Her feet were very beautiful with an 
arch between the heel and bnll and the toes perfectly shaped 
and curved. Emmy looked at them a moment and a faint 
look of vanity passed over her face. Her feet at least hadn’t 
changed. Strange, too, since they had been given little rest 
in her life. 

She stood up on them. The floor was icy and she felt 
sickening tingles spreading from the soles up through her 
body. She had to sit down again at once. 



*How do you fed?” Anna asked. 

* She hadn’t even strength to answer. She sat holding her 
' head. Then the faintness passed a little and she tried again. 
Without waiting to stand she made a few lurching steps 
across to Anna’s bed and sat on it. 

, For the first time her face and Anna’s were close. They 
looked at each other and Anna readied /)ut and took her 
hand. It was the first time they had ever touched each other. 
Emmy’s hands were cold and Anna’s dry and hot. Every* 
thing about Aima was smaller thanjshe had realized, but 
her colourless eyelashes were longer. There were one or two 
freckles left under her eyes. Anna had been exposed to the 
sun and wind and rain and to the voices of people an^ had 
tried on hats before a glass and been madh love to. Only 
the freckles remained to tdl of it. 

“You have a very fair skin,” Emmy said. 

“And you have nice feet,” Anna answered politdy. 

Shi; herself was a little afraid of Emmy, sedng her so 
close, afraid because she seemed so much more alive and 
at the same time so much more haggard and ravaged by 
Ijfe. Her eyes were large and their look was very strong 
and her skin was coarse, the hair at the nape of her neck 
and her 'eyelashes sprang out like wires, and under her 
deeply curving, bluish mouth Anna could see the muddling 
of her teeth and jaws. But she didn’t see how any one had 
ever thought Er^y really beautiful, except perhaps at a 
distance. 

“ It’s our day for vanity," Emmy said. She was breathing 
hard after her effort. “They don’t exactly encourage us in 
it, do th^y?” , 

She looked at Anna’s nigh^wn. Her own was like it, 
but it was the first time she trad noticed them. They were 
of grey fiannel-like material with a ntunber on the collar. 
Alma’s number was thirty-five, Emmy’s was eighty-six. 
They had been boiled out so many times that they had a 
peculiar smdl and the nap was worn to a thread. Down 
the front of Anna’s gown ran a long tear, and the gossrn was 
too big for her. Emmy’s was too small. 

IIS 



Anna put her finger in the tear. "I ought to mend it,” 
she said. ”If I had needle and thread I would. This gown ‘ 
is humiliating. It's because it’s tom.” 

“No, it’s because it doesn’t fit,” Emmy said. “Because 
when they put it on they took no accoimt of difiPerent sizes 
and so of different selves. That’s what is humiliating.” . 

“Stijl, I’d like»a needle and thread.” 

“ You’re a neat woman, Anna. Do you sew well ? Can 
you make clothes?” , 

“No, not clothes, Jbut I can sew all right. Back of our 
shop was our sitting-room, and it was full of doilies and 
covers for chair backs and tables. I embroidered every one 
..of them.” 

Emmy made a little sound of admiration. “They must 
have been pretty,” she said. 

Anna said dreamily, “I always wanted silk curtains 
for the sitting-room. You know — I mean with rufiles and 
tied back, like that.” * 

“Yes, I know. Still, muslin curtains are nice. They can 
be laundered and they always look fresh.” 

“But silk looks more expensive. I got some silk, finally. 

I made it up into curtains myself, and even made valances 

for the top. But the day I was going to hang them ” 

Her mou^ trembled suddenly. “Oh, I wish everything 
could have been different 1” she said. 

Emmy said nothing, but gave her hand a little squeeze. 
Your curtains, she thought, yes, you’d like to have them 
unchanging too. Inunortal silk curtains, hanging in a 
parlour where no Secret Police could come. 

“If Hermann finds you here,” Anna ..said, “she’ll be 
furious. There’s no use making her furious.” 

Enuny nodded. She didh’t see how* she’d ever be able* 
to get back to her own bed. She was so much weaker than 
she’d thought she’d be. And presently the doctor and 
Hermann would come. It would be better to get back and 
pretend to be asleep before they came. Because something 
was loose in her to-day, some distorted, ugly, despairing 
thing, and she’d never be able to stand the sight of them. 



Especially of him, with his medical questions and 
» probings and only his wrists to show any sensibility. He 
■was like some ridiculous marine creature with all of its 
life in one unfamiliar organ. 

She got up slowly and held on to the wall and took a 
few steps. She forced herself to walk. She reached her bed 
and walked all the way aroimd it and got in on the other 
side. She lay there without strength to pull the cover 
up, her feet dangling over the edge, trembling with cold 
and fear. * 

“Here they come,” Anna said in i frightened voice. 

, They heard the young doctor and Hermann coming 
down the hall for the morning visit. 

When they reached the door Hermann saw>at*once 
something was wrong. “What does this mean?” she cried. 
She came and pulled the cover over Enuity. “Do you want 
to get pneumonia?” she asked. 

Ezamy laughed derisively. “Why not? I’ve been walk- 
ing. I walked all around the room. I nearly walked through 
the door and out.” 

“Who gave you permission to walk?” Hermann said. 

* “I’m rehearsing.” 

The doctor stood just inside the door holding his black 
bag. He looked at Emmy with his piercing, blue eyes and 
shook his head disapprovingly. 

“ You don’t like to hear me say that,” Emmy said, looking 
over at him. “Why not? I’m rehearsing — ^I have to know 
what kind of a spectacle I’ll make.” 

“Stop talking,” Hermann said. She seized Emmy’s 
wrists and held them tight. 

“Wil/ the spectators cry, or will they only yawn and 
’ say, ' By God, die day we beatkhe rabbi to death was more 
fim’ ? ” 

“I’ll have to give you a hypodermic,” the doctor said. 
“ You’re exciting yourself, you’ll bring your temperature up.” 

Emmy twisted in Hermann’s grip. 

“Make her get out,” she said. “I don’t like her And 
get out yourself. I don’t like you eithei ” 



Hermann gave her a sharp blow on the side of her face. 
Emmy fell back. The doctor came and stood by the bed 
and looked across at Hermann. 

“You’d better go now. I can handle her.” 

Hermann let go of Emmy and straightened up. She 
pulled her skirt into place and stared at him, her face red 
and indignant. ^ 

“I didn’t hear you, doctor,” she said. 

“I said you can go.” 

Hermann clicked her tongue t^vice. She walked over to 
Anna and jerked the lovers straight on her bed; Anna lay 
as still as a mouse. Then she stumped out and they hea|tl 
her muttering to herself as she went down the hall. 

^ Tfie doctor looked speculatively at Emmy. 

“Thanks,” she said slowly. 

“Doctor,” Annk called, “I still have that bad pain here.” 

He took out his stethoscope and went to Anna’s bed, 
leaned over and listened perfunctorily to her breadiing, 
tapped her here and there. Then he came back and stood 
looking down at Emmy again. 

“Do you feel more quiet?” 

She was still breathing excitedly. * 

“ I don’t need any hypodermics, if that’s what you mean.” 

“ You must try not to give way like that,” he said. “ You 
see, if you let yourself give way, when I’m not here, you’ll 
be hurt needlessly. There is nothing you can accomplish 
by this sort of thing. And you will surely want to be brave.” 

She stared at him, trying to bring her breathing and 
pulse to normal. 

“Brave?” she repeated ironically. 

He leaned towards her and said in a tow voice, “I’ll 
make it easy for you. But 3fcu must help yourself.” 

“ I’ll be as brave as I can,” she said slowly. He has a right 
to tell me to be brave, she thought. Whatever brought him 
here, it wasn’t fear. It’s more than I can say for most of 
them. 

She, heard Anna coughing nervously, muffling her 
mouth with her hand, her preliminary cough which would 
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presently grow mttch worse. In a moment she would be 
fumbling helplessly for her little carton. The doctor would 
go away, though it almost pleased that he wanted to say 
something positive that would quiet and silence her for 
good. But it was a foolish risk. Talking to prisoners was 
forbidden. And he had defended her, too. Hermann would 
tell on him to curry favour for herself. She’d accuse him 
of sympathy with prisoners. Just because he was iv gentle- 
man and bis uncle was an important person, he was too 
good for the likes of Hermann. He was well-bom and 
proud and stiff-necked and he liked Co show it. 

Oh, I know his 13^)6, too, Emmy thought. I’ve seen 
others like him, his face, his bearing, his accent. That 
petty nobility of the north, she thought, jvith its mixture 
of l^orishness and a sort of animal breeding, and what is 
called solid worth. How we used to laugh at them down 
here in the urban south, in mother’s drawing-room, for 
instauce. 

“Why don’t you go?” she said bitterly. “You’re only 
going to get into trouble. You can’t talk to me, you know. 
And don’t try to defend me. I have no rights and I don’t 
think you have many yourself.” 

He s|it down on the edge of the bed. “It iised to be 
believed,” he said solemnly, “ that rights were an indisput- 
able attribute of the individual. But that was in a much 
simpler day.” 

Emmy stared at him. This was the tone of a conversa- 
tion beginning, of a prelude, and it struck her as fantas- 
tically comic. She began to smile. 

“Wasn’t it a better day?” she said. 

“ I’nr not sifte. It was a day certainly when we followed 
a line spontaneous to our gepius.” 

“Oh, our genius,” she repeated, struggling with an 
hysterical desire to laugh. “Our racial genius 1 What a 
pity we couldn’t keep it pure always.” 

“To keep it pure would be to keep it immature, and 
that in the end is idiocy, or a form of corruption,” he said. 
“Yes, I regret it, but that’s what it became in the? end.” 
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Emmy laughed, and her laugh had an hysterical lilt. 
But she stopped it by a great effort, holding a bit of her 
sheet across her mouth. Now she didn’t want him to go. 
She wanted to cling to him, because he had suddenly pro* 
vided a distraction, pimgently tmexpected. And he had no 
intention of going. He expected to stay until he had said 
what he wanted to say. He didn’t know, however, how ‘to 
get around to it. * 

He said, “And things went from bad to worse. Our 
history has been one long degeneration. Up to to-day.” 

He looked at her tentatively, expecting her to lead him 
up to the point he wanted. 

“ So we’re one long degeneration from our tribal ptirity, 
»or our fqpdal purity — is that it?” 

He nodded. 

“And you are saving us? How?” 

“By restoring the rights that are above and beyond 
those of the individual. The rights of the State.” » 

“And does the State have an existence apart from the 
individual?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“It seems silly to me. I’ve always thought the State, iri 
that sense, was just a thing we created in our imaginations 
and gave an arbitrary meaning to — ^like, say, the equator.” 

He shook his head, as much as to say. It’s useless to talk 
of these things with a woman. 

“It’s quite customary, you know,” she said, “to dislike 
what your parents made for you. They ought to have done 
better by you, and our parents ought to have done better by 
us, and so ought Frederick and Charlemagne and the Council 
of Nicea and the man who invented the wheel, atfll so on 
and so on.” / 

She turned on her side and put her hand under her cheek. 

“Just imagine a time when all the young men will say, 

‘ Thank you for the world you’ve made for us. Thank you.’ 
Now the buildings rise forty, fifty storeys, and to the very 
top of them water comes firm a lake a hundred miles away. 
And I citn turn a button and hear a voice in San Francisco. 
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They’re making a telescope that will bring the moon 
bwitUn twenty-five miles of our eyes. We know now all 
■the best ways of disposing of human excrement. Suppose 
you were talking all that to the Neanderthals! But still, 
these aren’t all our rights, and when I say all this I’m only 
talHng like Jehovah: to Job’s perfectly justifiable questions 
he replied, ‘ Can you make the whirlwiq^, can you make 
even a good whale?’” 

A reluctant smile touched the doctor’s lips, which were 
full, but seemed always because of their severity to be thin. 

“I never imagined you would be as you are,” he said. 

“What’s that?” She looked at him, surprised. 

“ Oh, yes. I had an image of you, like the equator. ,But 
mine was a tangible one — a photograph.” * * 

“A photograph!” 

She thought, one of those dreadful postcards they used 
to sell. That’s slender rations. She look^ at him curiously. 
It occidTed to her that he had lived all his life on slender 
rations. He had, she thought suddenly, a solitary face. Its 
edges were sharp, as though they hadn’t been worn down 
b]^ the constant pushing and rubbing of other personalities. 
But what was he about to tell her? She shrank away from it. 

“I want to tell you about something,” he said. “It’s 
been on my mind for a long time. And I’ve never tried 
to speak of it to any one else.” He thought for a moment 
and went on: “You were really the only person to whom 
I could ever speak of it.” 

“I think I’d rather not hear,” she said abruptly. 

She was partly afraid that she would discover some good 
in him, and to di^scover some good in him would be worse 
• than to diicover none at all. If there was one spark of good 
in him he should be somewhere else. That was why his 
wrists, with their shape of kindness, disturbed her so. But 
to deny him the human right to talk to her would be cruel, 
and Emmy could never be crud. 

“Wdl, what is it?” she said. 

“ Long before you came here,” he said, “ 1 knew all ^bout 
you. That’s why it was a great shock to me to find you 
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here. That’s why when you were so sick I persuaded my 
uncle, who is an important person, to let me operate.” 

"That was for practice,” she said. "It was because I was 
an interesting case.” 

“It was partly that,” he said. 

“I heard you say so,” she insisted. “You said you were 
rotting ■with idleness. You enjoyed every moment of it, 
didn’t you? I remember the tone of your voice, talking 
about saline washes and draining wounds and clear soup. 
Oh, you enjoyed it all right.” 

"Perhaps I did. But just the same it ■was a shock to me 
to see your name there on a card over your bed, and to 
kno^ that it ■was Emmy Ritter whom I ■was about to save, 
and still not s&vt at all.” 

“Then why did you do it?” 

“I’m trying to tell you that,” he said. “I’m trying to 
tell you that I knew of you first when I was a small boy, 
and that I kept for a long time a photograph of you. 
And that photograph meant a very curious thing to 
me.” 

“Ah, so? Well, I can imagine it.” 

“I lived in the country,” he said, “as a child, until some 
time after the war. I never saw a theatre or W'cnt anywhere. 
But my father, when he was younger, used to go up to 
town a great deal, and he was very devoted to the theatre. 
He was the kind of man who saved photographs and news- 
paper clippings and old programmes, I suppose to remind 
him of the gay times he’d had. He had several photographs 
of you. I believe he admired you very much. One of them 
I took one day and kept.” ^ 

“That’s not as curious as you think,” she sai<f. She felt 
a small disappointment. Afgood deal of courage to say, in 
the end, so little. “Many young boys have been in love 
with me,” she said. “And many old boys, too.” 

“But I wasn’t in love with you.” He spoke quickly and 
earnestly. “It wasn’t nearly as simple as that. If it had 
been ©nly that you could laugh at me for telling it.” 

“Perhaps I’ll laugh anyway.” 
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“Laugh if you •want,” he said, “but still Pm going to 
• tell you. About the photograph and why I kept it.” 

Again his face had a sharp, lonely look and she saw he 
persisted in a brazen innocence of what his listener would 
be thinking of him. 

,“In this photograph,” he said “you were dressed as a 
queen, as Elisabeth of Hungary, carrying in a basket the 
loaves of bread that turned into roses.” '* 

“Oh I” she said. “I remember that. It was for a charity, 
the famous one the Grand Duke gave. I had a wonderfiil 
dress. Worth made it for me.” 

.“I used to keep the photograph in a bureau drawer,” he 
said, “along •with some other things I valued.” , 

“ Pm sure you did. Along tvith a prize t^n for jumping 
and two dirty French novels.” 

Anna thought. Why does she go on »ying the wrong 
thing? He is being very kind. It’s so very kind, so gracious 
of hinl to talk to her at all. She’s sneering at him. That’s 
wrong, especially, Anna thought acutely, as she is moved 
by this. In her nervousness at such female ineptitude 
she let her cough ring out spasmodically. They waited till 
it passed. 

Then Emmy said, “And you want to tell me that as a 
little boy you thought I was a queen, but now you find I 
am a disreputable woman who had a gangrenous appendix 
and committed treason for the sake of a few dollars.” 

“I am speaking still of the photograph,” he said. “You 
yourself say you were a woman with whom young men 
and old men fell in love, but what you really were, or still 
less what you ai^ to-day, has nothing to do with it. I am 
speaking now of Elisabeth of Hungary, the queen who lived 
in my btureau drawer, and of iayself as I was then, not as 
I am now. You raise your eyebrows. But you’re not going 
to question that a boy may think extravagant things, and 
romantic things?” 

Emmy said, “I don’t doubt it at all. I have a son, you 
know. I don’t even doubt the doctor of a political *prison 
was once tender and malleable and romantic. What I 
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wonder at is that he entirely stopped being so. What hap< 
pened to him? How did he get here?” 

The doctor sat with his arms folded on his chest, his 
small blue eyes steady and fixed on her. She could see in 
the sharp bones of his face, his high bony shoulders, his 
delicate wrists, the unchanging structure of the urchin who 
had shyly but solemnly hidden the photograph. . 

And suddenly there flared up in her, without warning, 
a wild hope. What if he hadn’t changed? What if he had 
built about her a dream strong ^ough to live a lifetime? 
What if he was here against his will? A prisoner, as she 

was. If he -wanted to help her These things blazed, in 

her ^ one flame. Perhaps hPU get me out. 

She Was afr&id he would see it in her too mobile face. 
She shifted aud lay on her other side, her head turned half 
towards him, looldng at the ceiling. 

“WcU,” she said in a stilted voice, “what did the queen 
do for you, little boy? Did she bring you bread or foses?” 

“I’m going to tell you,” he said. “It was the youngest 
of our family. The other boys had gone away. My mother 
was dead and I was alone with my father. I had very feyir 
playmates there in the country.” 

Yes, she thought, I guessed that. * 

“And I used to use my imagination a great deal, cer- 
tainly more than was healthy. But I used it, instinctively, 
to mahe myself a conception of what the world — when I 
got into it — would be like. I can’t tell you how the photo- 
graph became a focus, but a lot of things too difliise to 
talk about led me to it. I used to lie each night and imagine 
myself to be one of the poor, in some grea|^ city of the poor 
and miserable. This was a natural picture to make at that 
time. All was starvation an({ wretchedness around me. And 
in this world, half dreams and half real, I used to lie and 
think: She will come to-day. She did come, and then 
everything wras changed, the sufienng, the starvation 
vanished, the poor were fed, the unhappy received roses. 
But then I’d think: What if she doesn’t come, what it she 
forgets or goes by another way, or even something she 
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can’t help prevents her? What then? What can we do 
‘ then ? Must we endure this misery, with no hope but her 
•caprice, or even her goodness which isn’t, maybe, strong 
enough?” 

“ But it wasn’t I who brought you a knowledge of human 
misery,” Emmy said. 

“ Yes,” he answered, “ you did, because misery to children 
is never really misery at all. And the reasons for that are 
that the young don’t remember from day to day, and also 
that they carry in them a cbrtainty that misery is temporary. 
And even more than that, they cany a certainty that the 
ultimate structure of life is good, and that they’re irre- 
vocably included in its goodness. In this goodness there 
may be temporary annoyances, but theve must b£ no 
accidents. 

“Well, partly because I was beginning to see that this 
wasn’t so, partly because the allegory of the queen helped 
me to^see it, it happened you became my first, awful know- 
ledge of the uncertainty of life. Through you I saw that 
the heavenly grace was all a chance. I might have bread 
or roses, or I might be left blind and empty.” 

“ You put me in the place of God,” said Emmy, “ though 
I never asked you to do it. And because of that I represent 
all your disappointments. But you’d have had them anyway, 
because one way or another you expected too much.” 

“ It’s true it wras a silly allegory,” he said, “ but just the 
same, in a way you’re responsible for it. In a way it’s your 
legacy to us. It’s part of that long degeneration where the 
idea of the value of the individual ran riot, bloomed into 
a sort of decay.^ The heavenly grace will come, you said 
to us. 'You’re a man, aren’t you? Wait for it. Or snatch 
it, if necessary. And if it corns to you, let the rest starve. 
The value of the individual usually means in the end the 
value only of your precious self. So the queen was a criminal 
in a criminal world.” 

It was impossible for her to answer. She was humbled 
now, because, as women are so apt to do, she had let a 
purely romantic possibility carry her away. It was shameful 
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how quickly she had seized on the picture of the doctor as 
a shy, adoring child who had never grown up. If she hadn’t 
wanted to believe good of him, a man in this degraded 
position, it was perhaps partly because she was always prone 
to believe too easily and too much. And it was always 
easier to believe in sdl goodness than in a spark of it hidden 
in an incorgruot^ place. For a moment it had b?en sweet 
to see him, not just as the man with gentle wrists, but as 
a young archangel come to set her free. Queen and arch- 
angel, she thought. We’re both' alike. We’re both meant 
to be perpetually duped. Like all our race, we can live a 
whole life in a violent rhythm of energy and dreaming !^nd 
never a time for thought. 

“ Vhy was she a criminal ?” she said sadly. “ Only because 
after all she was impotent? And you hadn’t the power to 
make her otherwise? But I don’t care how many pictures 
of actresses you kept in a bureau drawer, because you are 
simply a yoimg man who has to keep a picture in a bureau 
drawer. You’ve got one there right now, as a matter of 
fact, a new one. I’m sure of it. A new saviour of the world, 
a new bringer of the heavenly grace. If I say it myself, it’s 
a less plausible one and a damned sight less engaging. But 
still it’s the picture of your day. And mine, as -you said, 
was the picture of my day.” 

“You’re right,” he said. “Power is necessary. Rights 
imply power to enforce them. And the State now has power 
to do that. Instead of gracious and irresponsible ladies 
with their baskets, we have a machine turning out so many 
loaves a day, so many for so many, always enough. That’s 
our daily bread.” ^ 

“You make me cry with pity for you,” Enuny said 
angrily. “First you drug y()urself with one kind of mys- 
ticism — queens and roses — then you grasp at another. And 
every day you go on maiming yourself further for that 
State of yours. Do you know what you remind me of? 
Of the priests of Attis, or of the boys who were emasculated 
in order to sing soprano in the Pope’s choir." 

“Oh, Emmy,” whispered Anna, “-don’t say such things.” 
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she lay on her side looking at them. I can see, she thought, 
how Emmy got here. 

* The doctor sat with his hands slipping between his 
knees, his eyes fixed on Emmy in a deep, penetrating 
thoughtfulness. 

.“In another age,” the doctor said to Emmy, “you might 
have had. your rights inherent in yourselfain your personal 
qualities, which I know are extraordinary. I want *you to 
know I recognize that. But I don’t think, in the world we’re 
making, you have any.” 

“Neither did the judges,” said Emmy. “So that seems 
to.be settled.” 

She closed her eyes, exhausted. A vague, intiniate 
bitterness and disappointment washed back arid forth 
between them. He went on looking at her as though he 
expected her to say more, and she felt it and wanted to say 
more. But no words came. 

Amia thought she recognized their silence. It was the 
hopeless, prison lag that came so often between her and 
Emmy, the uselessness of talking, when talking is all you 
do, and action isn’t even to be thought of. 

The doctor had forgotten that Anna was there. As 
though he were alone in the room, he looked at Einm3^s 
closed eyes. His attention changed and became a rigid, 
paioful contradiction of impulse. Anna watched his face 
astonished. 

Suddenly he got up and went to the door, where he had 
left his little bag on the floor. He opened it and looked in. 

Then he changed his mind again. He closed his bag, 
turned aroimd, ^nd his face was as usual. He stood feeling 
in his pockets, feeling for something. 

“I have been wondering,” he said, in a dry voice, “if 
you would like to send some communication to your 
family, yotir son, for instance. You spoke just now of a 
son. Perhaps you’d like to write him." 

Emmy’s eyes opened. They were questioning, but 
suddenly they softened. She could hardly believe !ihe had 
heard the words. 
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“What do you mean?” 

“I mean you might like to write a note.” 

“But it’s forbidden.” 

“Certainly it’s forbidden. Still, I’m asking you if you’d 
like to write a note. I would see that it’s delivered.” 

He stood by the door, feeling in his pockets, his eyes 
fixed on the wall^ 

“Of course,” he said, “I would only send this note 
afterwards.” 

“ Naturally.” She searched hiS face to be sure he meant 
it. “ But of course I Vant to,” she said. 

“I have paper and pencil,” he said. , 

He brought out a small pad and a pencil. He came and 
handed them to her and propped her up in bed against the 
small hard pillow. He saw that at first she did not know 
what to say and her face was distracted with anguish. 
Then she began, and while she wrote he went over to the 
window and looked out. The rain had stopped. He put his 
hands in his pockets and whistled almost soundlessly. The 
scraping of the pencil sounded very loud in the room. It 
took her a long time to write the note. 

“Here it is,” she said. She folded it like an envelope and 
wrote Mark’s name and address. 

He came over and took the paper from her and put it 
in his pocket. Then he took the pencil and pad and put t^em 
in, too. He handled them deliberately and slowly with his 
clean, bony fingers. Then with a little nod he went over 
to the door. He turned there to say something else. 

He saw Emmy still sitting with her knees hunched up, 
her elbows resting on them and her face in her hands. There 
were heavy tears streaming down through her fingers. 

He didn’t say what he inlended, but went hurriedly out. 
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CHAPTER TEN 


Mask* went back to the Four Seasons and spent the night. 
The next morning was Saturday. He had his coffee upstairs, 
and when the maid came with it he asked her if she knew 
of a cheaper place to live. He had begun to be frightened 
by the spending of so much money. At first twenty thousand 
dollars had seemed a fortune, a great, solid, massive, 
unchanging thing. Money, just acquired, always seem^like 
that, as he knew. But the first cheque drav^ on if demon- 
strated its mutability, and as far from being solid, it is so 
fragile you scarcely dare breathe on it. There is an ugly, 
puckish magic about it. How well he remembered those 
times tvhen suddenly, in the midst of security, there was 
no more money and no one could tell how or where it 
had vanished. 

« The maid said she had a friend whose sister-in-law kept 
a pension in a fiat over a watch store in Theatre Street. But, 
looking at the young man standing by the window, at his 
shining, black hair and brownish pallor, his worn silk 
pyjamas and the cigarette in his fingers, something about 
him made her add that it was a very small pension, not 
elegant in any way, and not patronized by foreigners. Per- 
haps it wasn’t good enough fbr him. Mark got the address 
from her and wrote it down. 

After f^reakfa^t he left, but just as he left he thought of 
something else. The concierge asked him if he wished to 
leave a forwarding address, an% he suddenly thought that 
Henning might wish to get in touch with him. Or even 
that other fellow. Though there had been at the time such 
finality about each of these interviews, they didn’t seem, 
two days later, quite so final, and in any case he couldn’t 
afford to leave a possible bolted door behind himi And 
besides, though he pretended he had given up hope of 
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Fritz, because Fritz, after all, was a coward, an old man 
nursing perhaps a long grudge against them, still, there 
was Fritz, and he remained an unknown quantity. He wrote 
out the address of the pension and left it, together wth a 
good-sized tip, with the concierge. 

He found the flat on Theatre Street. The entrance was 
on a side street through a dark hall where he took an auto- 
matic lift to the floor above. To use the lift cost the 
equivalent of five cents. The sister-in-law of tlie friend of 
the maid was a woman with an immense bust and a reddish 
wig. She was very taciturn. She took liis passjwrt in 
silence and showed him into a room with red wallpaper 
and a trellis of black poppies. The bed was as usual immense, 
it was “'moder'n art," with great satin quilts, and an un- 
shaded bulb hanging directly over it. On the table in the 
centre of the room was a white china group representing 
a warrior in bearskin and horned helmet taking leave of a 
woman. On the wall hung a calendar showing the Viead of 
a young man in a military cap between the cringing, 
horrible faces of a Jew and a Jesuit. The Jew was clutching 
a bag of money, the Jesuit had undoubtedly just said the 
words: “The end justifies the means." As to the young 
man, there was no doubt about him either. He was at once 
so stem and so pure that one would imagine any onlooker’s 
first impulse would be to kick him in the backside. Th^ 
artist, perhaps anticipating this, had cut him oft at the 
waist. 

Mark gazed around at these objects of art and culture 
while the landlady stood just inside the door watching him. 
Then he went to the window, which he §aw opened on to 
the bustle of Theatre Street. A light ram which*had fallen 
all morning was clearing lip. 

He said the room would do, and told her that he would 
only be wanting his breakfast here. She replied that he 
would have to pay for at least two meals a day in the 
pension. He agreed to that. He felt extraordinarily tired. 

It Tvas nearly noon and he knew that any place he might 
wish to go would be closed on Saturday afternoon. But 
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where could he wish to go? Not so soon again to Hen- 
ning’s, not to a museum or a palace or a movie. He lay 
down on the bed and fell into a half-sleep of exhaustion 
and discouragement. He didn’t leave the pension all day. 

On Sunday morning he woke feeling so lifeless and 
oppressed that he couldn’t make up his mind to get up. A 
few pehple moved about in the hall outsMe, but Theatre 
Street below his windows, being a street of shops, had 
become suddenly quiet. Anpther day when he could accom- 
plish nothing. He rang for his coffee^ and when it came 
it was excellent, but it didn’t put any life into him. He 
cotiM not face even opening ^e door of his room. He 
knew, from the day he had passed here, that^every timo he 
opened his door a door across from him opened, and the 
landlady with the immense bust and the r<iddish wig came 
out and stared at him across the dim hall. And there were 
always people waiting to get into the one bathroom and 
toilet. 

If he were to get as far as the street, what then? He 
might go to Henning’s, or he might try to find another 
lawyer, or even, the thought suddenly struck him, he might 
take the train back to the country to have tea with the 
Countess. She had asked him to come, and she might easily 
know people who wotild be able to help him. 

**'^«S«t the Countess had not really been cordial and she 
wouldn’t want to see him. If for no other reason because 
he would be the petitioner, the man who, even if he left 
the words unspoken, was still saying incessantly within 
hinoself, "I’ve come to save her. I’ve come to save Emmy 
Ritter. Yqu must do something for me.” These words, 
spoken or unspoken, would creat^ at once an isolation. Any 
single purpose bores people, but the petitioner’s single 
purpose worst of all. They at once take on a protective 
indifierence, like a squid sending out ink. So long as he 
was forced to be persistent, so long would the peculiar 
loneliness surroimd him. 

But so also he had no choice. He had to get upil He 
looked at his watch. Ten o’clock on a Sunday morning. 



I’ll enjoy the bed one minute more, he thought, then I’ll 
get up. 

What a great, northern bed it was, deep with feathers, 
with a huge feather quilt with the sheet buttoned to it and 
pillows with starched ruffles round the edges. His mother 
was addicted to these great quUts and carried them every- 
whero with her.* 

The bed induced slackness and dreaming. Did any one 
ever dream on a hard Mediterranean bed? But its real 
char m was that in ir he was anonymous. He was not only 
safe, but he was not dangerous, his individual self was muted 
in the general limbo of the half-awake. He was a man in 
bed>: any maj i in any bed. To become Mark Preysing 
required a direct, personal test, even such a slight one as 
leaving a warm,b^. 

He took his bathrobe, towel and soap. In a widening 
of the hall outside his door the landlady with the big bust 
and the wig sat in a wicker chair, knitting a sweafer. She 
looked up as he went by and stared at him as though to 
say, “You’re late, and that’s queer too.” “Bob/obt-, Madame 
D^arge” he said. She stared after him. The bath was 
occupied. He pounded on the door and presently an indig- 
nant fat man came out. He went in, washed out the grease 
ring from the tub, opened the window to let out the smell 
of eau-de-Ck}logne, bathed and shaved. > 

When he went out he found it was a spring day. Here 
in town the snow had been gone for some time. The sun 
shone thinly but warmly from a milky blue sky. The 
streets had an empty, Sunday look. He walked along and 
came to the arch where the bookshops were, l^undreds of 
clean, neat books, most of^them on art, beautifully printed 
and got out. He passed into Salvator, that gay little street 
of rococo houses, and at the end of it saw over roof tops 
the ugly-domed towers of the Lady Church. He walked 
towards it. When he got to the square he heard a sound 
of dying organ music inside. There were a hundred or so 
people around the door. He joined them, wondering idly 
for whom th^ could be waiting. He could tell by the con- 
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fused murmur that the cathedral was packed, and this 
surprised him because of what he knew of the persecution 
of the church. Ck>uld they actually be waiting for some 
priest? 

He found out almost at once. A big, shining, blac^ 
linjousine drew up to the door, and at the same time the 
organ -inside broke into a clamorous sopnd and a great 
wave of voices joined it. The cardinal accompanied *by his 
priests and a press of people, some of them carrying dry 
palm branches, came to tHe door in a sudden burst of red. 
He was all in crimson, hat, shoes, gloves, his train behind 
him of burning red nunri, ready, it seemed, to burst into 
blue flame. His face had an ancient, peeled look, all the 
veins marbled in it like an icorcM, his nostf was high, his 
eyebrows like black wings. Very quickly he gave his bless- 
ing, touching children’s heads, holding His amethyst ring 
to a woman who flung herself forward to kiss it. The 
cardinal did not smile, he looked directly at no one. His 
eyes were fierce, intelligent, icy and remote. 

As he got in the car hands stretched out and the crowd 
swayed and bent towards him, and even Mark caught a 
sfiudder from the emotion around him. A man next to 
him suddenly shouted, “It’s a disgrace! It’s a shame! He 
ought to be made to keep his dirty mouth shut.” A woman 
caught at his arm. “Hush, oh hush!” she said. Bui he went 
on, though he was obviously embarrassed and not par- 
ticularly fluent: “ Who does he think he is, criticizing our 
Leader? I can’t do it, you can’t do it. Why does he think 
he can? Well, the Leader won’t stand it much longer, I 
tell you. He’ll kpow what to do about it. He’ll know how 
to shut his dirty mouth.” The people near him looked at 
him dully and said nothing. The limousine of the cardinal 
vanished with an air of elegance and haste down the narrow 
street. 

Mark stood to one side to watch the crowd come out. 
He heard a sparrow-like chirp of English and suddenly he 
saw the Mink Coat. She was with a flock of girls, ^nd he 
looked aroimd for the Countess. She couldn’t be far away. 
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She’s in town, too, he thought with chagrin, remembering 
her invitation for tea in the country. Presently he saw her, 
dbowed along in the crowd, talking to a woman beside her. 
She wore the worn sealskin coat and the little sealskin cap 
on her ash-blonde hair. Her long, dark eyes had their swan 
look. The damned bird woman, he thought, how I hate 
her. He drew b^ck so she wouldn’t see him. Outside, her 
group* of girls was waiting for her, and she walked oflF 
with them down the little street, without sidewalks, where 
the cardinal had vanished. Mark, from idleness and some 
curiosity, followed them at a slight distance. The smartly- 
dressed girls, with their stiff thin legs, twitched from side 
to side of the street, looking in the shop windows and 
criticizing their contents. Suddenly the Mink Coat turned 
arovind and looked at him and said something to another 
girl. He tinned bff abruptly and went down more narrow 
ways till he came again to Theatre Street. Here he walked 
along as far as the Palace garden, where he decided to sit 
down at one of the tables in the sun and have a beer. 

He had no sooner ordered than he heard the sparrow 
voices again, and the Countess and her girls came walking 
across the crunching gravel and sat at two tables near-by. 
They ordered coffee. 

The air was warm from the sun, but with an underlying 
chill. In the black, velvety ground crocus bloomed, and 
there were little clusters of snowdrops, immaculate greenish 
white with minute green spots. It was very pleasant here. 
He had no intention of running away because of the 
Countess. 

She was much occupied, anyway. A man and w oman 
had stopped to speak to her, a handsome couple, will dressed 
and very blond. Even in side glances he saw they had the 
beauty of superlative things to eat, such beauty, in fact, of 
such perfect succulence, that they ^ a sort of fleshly, rosy 
mystery about them. The man he instantly disliked. He 
was talking to the Countess with a gay, knowing air, as 
though he knew a good story about her, or even as though 
he had something on her. Mark suddenly got the idea that 
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she might have a lover and this man knevr about it. Per- 
haps every one knew about it. Perhaps she was even a 
.Famous Case. Perhaps even his landlady would know, the 
concierge in the hotd. He had never lived in a dose-knit 
city, or in any dty but New York. He was accustomed to 
standing outside and guessing at things. 

* As. he watched them, the Countess suddpily looked across 
and their eyes met. A painful flicker, dmost a ibok of 
horror, passed over her face. He was shocked that she 
should look like that on seeing him. Her dazzling friends 
noticed it and some of the girls, who began to whisper 
among themsdves. The Countess smiled at once, a con- 
ventional smile, and murmured something, and Mark 
lifted himself a little from his chair and gmvdy saiseSl his 
hat to her. He was furious that she had put on such a 
show. Now the blond young man was tftasing her with a 
sly, gay, amorous smile, calling her, Mark could hear it, 
“Dear^ lovdy Ruby.” He looked, Mark thought, half 
Nordic Don Juan, half suckling pig. He turned around 
in his chair so as not to face them and stolidly drank his 
beer. 

* He heard the beautiful couple leave with many endear- 
ments. "It is a pity, darling,” the woman said, "that you 
can’t come. It would be wonderful.” Mark didn’t turn, and 
^ejrefused to be forced away. The sun was gradually 
warming him and the gardens gave out a rich, cool smell. 
Along the yellow walls of the Residence the formal lines 
of trees receded in a sunny haze. Everything, even to the 
trees, was in order, and to one fresh from New York sooth- 
ingly horizontal. If New York had grown in a series of 
irregular^ volcanic impulses out of the immediate rock, this 
place had certainly been planned slowly, from the grass 
roots up, by men sitting at leisure around a table. 

He was paying for his beer when he heard them scraping 
their little iron chairs back on the gravel. Their shadows 
moved across him, each girl looking as she passed, and 
lastly the Countess’s shadow fell on him. , 

“ Mr. Preysing,” she said. 
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He stood up and saw she was looking at him apolo- 
getically. Her voice was tmcertain and there was timidity 
in the way she held out her hand to him. "Isn’t it a lovely 
morning?” she said. 

"Lovely,” he agreed without smiling. 

In the sunlight the Countess’s skin looked very white and 
transparent, he could see blue vdns laced along hn temple 
and a blue vein made a faint shadow under one eye. While 
she certainly did not look young, neither did she look faded 
nor worn. She looked as though, rather than growing 
older, she had been gfowing more and more fragile, till she 
was like a piece of Venetian glass where the fascinatioi^ is 
in the tenuous, almost momentary, form that holds the 
spad . # 

“You came back to town sooner than you expected,” 
she said. * 

“So did you,” he reminded her. 

“ Oh, that was a mistake,” she said. “ When I asked you 
for tea I had forgotten I was coming back yesterday.” 

He bowed his head slightly to show her that he accepted 
her explanation through indifference. She looked down at 
the ground and opened her lips to say something, but gave 
it up with a little embarrassed smile. “Shall we walk a 
little?” she said. 

He moved beside her and they dropped behind the girls, 
who did not like to be left and who themselves lagged as 
much as they could. 

Suddenly he said, “ Why did you look at me with such 
horror just now ?” 

“Horror? Oh, surely you’re mistaken ” 

“But I’m not. Even your handsome friends ndticed it.” 

“They notice everytWngi” she said, “even what isn’t 
really there. I may have felt a little faint or ill for a moment, 
that’s all. I am glad to see you again. It was just feather- 
headedness that made me forget I wouldn’t be in the country 
yesterday. You too didn’t tell me you were coming back. 
Let’s both forgive each other, shall we?” 

“If you wish.” 



She spoke with such real kindness, he felt stiff and foolish. 
“I really wanted very much to talk to you again,” she 
'said. “Pm terribly shy, you know, and sometimes it makes 
me say the wrong things. Sometimes I only say what I 
really mean afterwards and to myself. Isn’t that stupid 
of .me?” 

Mark.was bewildered. He hadn’t really expected ever to 
see her again. Suddenly here he was walking beside her. 
And she seemed quite different, no longer the image that 
retreated and dissolved, but gracious and lovely, and if not 
actually familiar, certainly tangible. 

.“So I want you to come and see me this afternoon,” she 
said, “Will you? Then I’ll know you’ve forgiven me,” 

“ Of course I’ll come. You’re very kind td ask nfe. After 
all,” he said, “ perhaps you are taking a chance.” He couldn’t 
quite forget tliat first look. “You don’t really know any- 
thing about me.” 

“Afld you don’t know anything about me,” she said. 
“We may both be secret criminals.” She smiled and the 
whole character of her face changed. If he hadn’t believed 
u to be impossible, he would have thought she looked at 
him anxiously and tenderly. 

The girls couldn’t stand it any longer. The Mink Ck)at 
and another girl fell into step with them 
,^What’s this about criminals?” said the Mink Coat. 
“You aren’t an escaped criminal, are you? What funl” 
“There’s no crime allowed in this country,” said the 
other round-faced, spectacled one. “Didn’t you know that? 
It’s all too wonderful.” 

“We thought you looked like Ronald Col man, only 
younger,’^ the Mink Coat said, “Mamma and I on the train. 
Don’t you remember?” • 

“Now, really, girls,” the Goimtess murmured. “This is 
Mr. Preysing,” she said to them, and to him, “Miss Barton 
and Miss Legendre.” He thought she was obviously annoyed 
at the interruption and his spirits, which had been crushed 
so long, went suddenly a little upwards. • 

The girls, who evidently look^ on the appearance of a 
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man from "home” as a minor miracle, 'were not going to 
be easily shoved off again. The four of them walked along 
together, the girls doing most of the talking and the 
Countess saying scarcely anything. Mark saw an abstracted, 
irritated smile on her face. Pr^ently she stopped and pointed 
at the sunny, misty reaches of the English Garden. 

“ I live just a few streets farther on,” she said. “ Number 
twenty, opposite Ohm Street, but on the garden side. You 
can’t miss it: it’s a big white house.” She held out her 
hand to him. " Then at five o’clodc, shall we say ? You shall 
sit in a Biedermeier chair and drink from my best Nym- 
phenbturg cup.” He felt the girls’ eyes break into a hungry 
sparkle. 

“I wish yoifd have tea with me,” he said. 

She looked startled and the girls drew back in dis- 
appointment. 

“With you?” she said. “You mean in to'wn?” 

“Yes. Why not? Let me have the pleasure of giving 
you tea.” 

She considered this as though it were very important. 
“Why, I don’t think I should,” she said slowly. , 

A shabby old woman carrying a basket of fresh violets 
came and stood by them looking from one to *the other 
sadly. They both turned and looked do'wn at the basket. 
The violets were dark, almost black, against their pi* 
leaves and sent out a cold perfume. He reached in and 
carefully picked out the largest bunch, handed the old 
woman a coin and held the btmch to the Countess. As she 
took it her fair skin flushed. “How kind of you,” she said. 

“Surely,” he said teasingly, “you see fhey wpre made 
for you.” 

She held them up to het^nose. “Ddicious,” she said. 

“Then you’ll have tea with me? Tell me a good place 
to go.” 

This too she thought over anxiously. “The Carlton,” 
she said. “Do you know where it is?” 

“I can find out. At five, say?” 

“Yes, at five.” 
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She went off with her girls and he turned into the 
English garden. 

He walked about for a while, not sure of where he went. 
Then he sat down on a bench, beside a loving couple, and 
looked at the little, clear river r unning under the willows. 
Sopaething that was extraordinarily pleasant had broken his 
grim preoccupation, and even the fair day full of little soft 
winds and scents was part of it. He wouldn’t, after all, 
have to spend this day in lonely waiting. If the Countess 
had sensed in him the persistent demand for help, she hadn't 
been repelled by it. He was so grateful to her for her kindness 
that he forgot how at first he had disliked her and had 
thought her stupid and vague. Even then, of course, her 
looks and her air of living under a spell Ifad gi^^ her a 
tang of strangeness and had pricked his imagination, but 
now she was beginning to take on otlier, shimmering 
qualities. He thought her very touching in her simplicity 
and in«her combination of timidity and graciousness. He 
thought her more beautiful than he had realized. And he 
wanted to know much more about her, how she lived, what 
she felt, and, above all, whom she loved. It was certain 
diat she must love someone. He wanted to know about 
her whatever would make her more real, though part of 
her charm was still just that, that she was not like any one 
known and that their meeting in the forest, under the 
snowy trees, seemed still like a meeting in a sombre fairy 
tale. The couple at the end of the bench were holding hands 
and the girl’s head fell on the man’s shoulder. He looked 
at them with tolerance. 

But at lunch^time, feeling himgry, he went back to the 
pension to eat the meal he must pay for and the darkness, 
the suspicious landlady, at on(e brought back his former 
state. He had only allowed himself a moment’s escape. He 
put it baldly to himself that he had been flattered by the 
interest which a beautiful countess unexpectedly chose to 
take in him. Whatever happened this afternoon would be 
bound to have a sting of remorse to it. He wished suddenly 
he could tell her to go to the devil. He even went to the 
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point of looking her up in the telephone-book to ring up 
and say he couldn’t come. Nevertheless, at five o’clock 
promptly he was at the Carlton and had engaged the best 
table he could find. 

She was late, of course, and he had time to look about 
him. The Carlton was white and gold, with mirrors and 
thick carpets. It was crowded and the air was full of rigarette 
smoke and steam from tea and coffee and the smell of rich 
cake. He saw some English people, with their stark, bony 
elegance, sitting nearby, and many ofiicers, raw red but 
handsome, and a few women who had a style new to him, 
except that it was like the Countess’s, a fluid, unpainted 
and romantic style. When he had about given her up, she 
appeared! He piloted her to the table in the back room and 
they ordered tea^ and cakes with chocolate and whipped 
cream. She looked excited, her face was flushed from the 
cold walk and the overheated room, and her long, dark 
swan’s eyes were shining. When she opened the ^alskin 
jacket he saw the violets tucked into the neck of a dark 
green dress, 

“ I love this place,” she said, settling back on the cushiony 
chair. Her eyes glanced from side to side, as though on the 
lookout for people she might speak to. "It has that inde- 
scribable mark, that thick mould of relaxation and comfort 
that the English think of when they say, ‘ I’ll just hasf-." 
cup of tea.’” 

“I haven’t been in such luxury for a long time,” he said, 
smiling, "but I can see that, like the violets, it was made 
for you. How adaptable you American women arel You 
always make the best countesses.” ^ 

"I’ve been one such a long time,” she said. 

"How long?” ' 

“You’re much too direct, but I’ll tell you,” she said. “I 
was married in nineteen twelve and I was seventeen years 
old. You see, that means I’ve lived here longer than any- 
where, even with that time in New York.” 

“And you’re more at home here?” 

"Yes, I am. Oh, I don’t mean in all this, but in the 

T40 



country, in the lovely, simple country, so unspoiled, and 
in the deep-rooted family life, and even in the little town 
‘that was the town of my husband’s people, and was even 
on our property.” 

“ Down there in the mountains, is that where you mean ?” 

• “No, we live in the north. I’ve only been here since I 
came ’back. I have— friends here. Americans and foragners 
like to come here, and of course I have to make my living 
now.” 

“Your girls are pretty lively,” he^said. “They must be 
ftm.” 

•“Yes, they’re quite fun,” she said vaguely, and she 
glanced again at two women coming in. She bow^ to 
them and they waved to her with surprised looks, As though 
it was unexpected to see her here. He w^hed she wouldn’t 
look around so much. But of course she must know any 
number of people. In a small city like this he supposed 
every one more or less knew every one else. Then he thought 
suddenly of the way the blond young man had looked at 
her, and it crossed his mind again that she might have a 
Jover and was nervous for fear he might come in and see 
her t£te-k-t£te with a strange man. He remembered again 
her first* terrified and unexplained look in the English 
garden. There are all kinds of terror, he thought, and 
^•khout allowing himself time to analyze just what he 
meant he began to feel a complacency stealing over him. 
He’s probably a jealous devil, he thought agreeably, a big 
blond pig like that one in the garden. 

She went on to tell him about her early life in tliis 
country^nd wkat it had meant to her, a dreamy, unformed 
schoolgirl, to come into a world that was so soon to be 
wiped out, but of which she^ad nearly two golden years. 
She saw that time now as a nostalgic picture, flat and per- 
fect, but still she had loved just as much what remained 
after the splendour and security were gone: simple things, 
she said, too small almost to speak of, the smallest branches 
in their great forest, red, green and yellow, covered with 
the first frost, and a small boy with blue eyes, the youngest 
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child of a neighbouring family, whom she had loved. She 
had no children of her own. 

He listened intently to all she said. The hollowness 
and emptiness he had first seen in her were being more and 
more filled. He saw they had been an illusion due solely 
to his inability to imagine her life. She spoke a little ^f 
the war and the even more terrible after years, and the'death 
of her husband, and how little by little she had lost the be- 
loved estate, and the last of it sold for a song finally to a rich 
Jewish banker. Only this place in the mountains remained, 
and now she had to live in town in a rented house. She 
spoke of how she had gone to New York to sell her jewels. 
“I s(jld them all,” she said, spreading out her hands, bare 
of all but a plaih gold wedding ring, “ but they were mostly 
old-fashioned pieces, the diamonds of old-fashioned cut. I 
got very little.” 

She told him about her love of music and how she 
tliought she might become a singer. “ But by that \ime 1 
was too old.” 

Then she spoke again of the northern country, and her 
words were still simple and limited. “ Oh, it was so lovely, 
so lovely,” she would say. Or, “I loved it so much.” But 
in spite of this she made a real world of it for'him. He 
almost smelled the fresh odour of ferns and mushrooms 
and wild strawberries, almost saw the rooms with thfiip> 
porcelain stoves and the cleanliness and order and respon- 
sibility of the life she lived in them. In the evening she 
sang at an old rosewood piano, and her friends drove up 
the long avenue. These things, in spite of her inability to 
use telling words, she managed to make Juiowi\ to him, 
and he even began to feel something of the special northern 
poetry which saturated this *life, a poetry growing out of 
the immaculacy of linen and polished wood and butter 
fresh out of the crock, out of the warmth of crackling fires 
in the twilight of winter afternoons, a poetry made of the 
provocative vagueness of beech forests, where along the 
great roots one came on little cups of cool moss, and finally 
of the temperate measure of the seasons circling around 
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them, giving never too much and never too little. Of course, 
obviously this life also had in it other things than poetry: 
there were dirt and jealousy and greed and sickness, just as 
there are anywhere in the world at any time. StiU, that 
was the distillation that had come out of it for her, as 
legitimate, surely, in its homely and personal way as, say, 
the great classical tradition so dear to the English, which 
had been their distillation from a world containing, among 
other things, the ferocious treachery and violence and 
sodomy of the Greeks. The Countess’s dreamy picture of 
her own past had good precedent, and at least it was her 
owp. She had lived it 

He saw how difficult it was for her to live in the world 
to-day. She must be, he calculated quickly, forty-four, and 
she had resisted sorrow and change by retreating into a 
narrower and narrower circle. He couldn't entirely blame 
her for not t hink i n g about the right things, those things 
he had <nrged on her the other day. There was such a weight 
of known things to blind her to them. And as he went on 
thinking like this he smiled to himself, because he knew 
that when all was said it was principally because she was 
^lovely woman that he was able to be so tolerant. 

Yes, she had made herself come alive for him, but yet 
two mysteries remained. One was this possible lover whose 
i mag e had suddenly been evoked out of the gesture and 
expression of the man in the Palace garden. No one had 
spoken of him, least of all the Countess, but while she talked 
his image seemed to grow. When she spoke of the charm 
the country had for her there were definite moments when 
he felt sxire she ^oke of something that had been passion- 
ately enjoyed with another. And when she told him of the 
irresistible urge that had driven her back, even to what 
was then a ruined country, to one where ^e didn’t know 
whether she could find money to live, he knew that it had 
been most of all becaiise she could not stand to be separated 
from him. But finally he felt sure of it because she had 
the quality of a woman emotionally, sexually, complete, 
richly filled. And this being so, the second mystciy was all 
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the greater, the mystery of the fear that was always so 
obvious in her, yes, even now. But what was her unknown 
fear? And why now was she here alone with him, talking 
as though to Ull time in preparation for something? 

He began to think of her so intently that he scarcely 
heard what she said. “But you’re not listening,” she said 
suddenly. • . • 

“I*am,” he said. “I’m listening.” 

“I asked you if you’d like to go.” 

“Anywhere you say.” 

“ I’m speaking of a concert to-night. Someone has given 
me two tickets. When we were talking the other day about 
the arts of the country I forgot to speak of music. Now I’ll 
show you. It’S Palm Sunday, you know. They are singing 
the Matthew Passion. WotJd you like to come ?” 

“I’d like noting better. Shall we dine together first?” 

“There’s not time. It will begin at seven. We can have 
a cocktail here, a sandwich if you like. Afterwards, if it 
doesn’t last too long, we’ll have supper somewhere.” She 
took out a little watch from her bag. “It’s after six,” 
she said. 

He ordered the cocktails and a waiter brought a tray of 
sandwiches to choose from. 

She went on talking. She talked more about music and 
various musicians she had known. She never said a v^yrd-. 
directly to him. He thought she talked in order to keep 
him from talking about himself. But at the concert she 
would have to be silent, and he could absorb himself in her 
more fully and build up a real determination towards her, 
and afterwards — ^well, let what would ^ppen, happen. 
Something would happen, he felt sure. Somelhing not 
important, perhaps. How tould it be, with each of them 
filled with love for another thing? But still, it might be. 

“We’d better go now,” she said as he paid the bill. “It’s 
just aroimd the corner, at the Odeon. We can walk.” 

He got up quickly to follow her. She went out looking 
anxiously to right and left, seeing one or two familiar 
faces. In the street it was late twilight, and they had to 
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bend against a cold wind blowing a few scattered drops. 
The lovely spring day was over. It was a troubled evening 
which would bring rain, perhaps, which might bring 
anything. They didn’t speak, but he took her arm and they 
began unconsciously to walk faster. It seemed to him that 
they hurried towards the night and what it might bring, 
knowing how little time they would have for it. ,, 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 


The Odeon was a large chilly hall under a staring light. 
They sat on ha$d wooden chairs, the kind that are fotmd 
in America in the old "opera houses” of small towns. The 
hall was so crowded that a great many people stood along 
the walls, and as he looked around he saw it was an audience 
neither snob nor intellectual. A very few people were well- 
dressed, but the greater number, whether shabby, doyirdy, 
or jiownright poor, were plain people come to enjoy them- 
selves. fThere'were a number of soldiers, especially among 
the standees, and some old bearded men and quite small 
children. He s^ an eager little boy in a starched collar 
with an open score on his lap; beside him was an old 
peasant woman with a face like a brown potato. •• Just in 
front of Mark sat a girl of the sort he didn’t know existed 
any more. She had a great knot of hair like the Countess’s, 
but untidy, with silvery blonde wisps sprapng from it, 
her evening dress with big sleeves had an old-fashioned real 
lace collar, and she wore a topaz cross on a chain tight 
around her full, slightly goiterous throat. She had drenched 
herself with the iimocent seduction of eau-de-Cologne.. 
When the young man who sat next to her bent every now 
and then to whisper to her, her ears and cheek blushed a 
sudden lovely red. 

In this audience there seemed to be no one the Countess 
knew, or at any rate she was determined apparently to 
enjoy the music and forget them. She sat dowh and took 
up her programme, studyitig it with complete absorption, 
and her attitude was like that of every one else in the hall, 
child-like and tense with anticipation of a pleasure to which 
she expected to give herself fully. 

The chorus filed in looking dull in their black clothes, 
scraping back their chairs and clearing their throats. It 
seemed impossible that anything of interest would come out 
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of them. There was some delay and the principals whis- 
pered to each other and then looked self-consciously around 
at the lights, the ceiling, the busts of the musicians set in 
the walls, everywhere but at the audience who presumably, 
until the moment when they sang at them, weren’t supposed 
to exist. The Evangel walked over and had a consultation 
with one of the violinists. Finally the conductor appeared, 
was greeted by the audience, and the music began. 

If Mark had been able to choose he would certainly have 
taken for this occasion an aphrodisiac music, suave and 
perhaps melancholy, and he had expected at any rate to use 
this.time for an intense meditation of the sort that leads 
with the least trouble into action. But the music was oot 
what he wanted. He recognized at once that if he 'allowed 
himself to listen he would be carried ou{ of his present 
feelltig and perhaps wouldn’t be able to come back. So he 
tried not to listen. But every one else was listening, and 
espedalty the Ck>untess, and his resistance had to be both 
to the music and to the crowd-feeling around her and to 
her susceptibility to them. He turned in his chair slightly 
sg he cotild look at her, and she noticed this and frowned 
a little, but then he saw that she forgot him again. 

He began to hear the music in spite of himself. He 
recognized that not only was it creating a world where no 
pleasant little lusts could possibly survive, but it was also 
a world he recognized. He wasn’t a musician, that is, he 
had never studied music, but he had heard a great deal, and 
he knew there are as many ways of list ening to it as there 
are of looking at a painting. There would only be one way 
for him t^ listen*to this music, and it would not be with 
a passive giving up of hims elf but with the activity of 
every power. It created not only the purest and most 
tender beauty, but it required of him the most active 
co-operation. The people arotmd him he saw were certainly 
not all capable of such a co-operation. Certainly he couldn’t 
feel that even the Countess was capable. Though some- 
thing of a musician she was, he imagined, dreaming a 
dream: of the love of Christ, perhaps, since that was what 
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the music sang of, at any rate the comfort of divine con- 
cern and care, and these translucent lines and curves, these 
thick, clustered harmonies, made for her a sort of solution; 
a bath in which she could stretch herself as in a medicated 
spring and enjoy the delidotis, passive heightening of her 
religious sense. That would be very pleasant too, no doybt, 
but b^aust he was a painter, a creator himself, he had to 
recognize the Process. It couldn’t remain with him a 
vague vehicle of mystery: he was obliged to consciously 
follow it or stay oijtside. Yes, he knew this world well. 
The most difficult, after all, in which one could choose to 
live. He knew each step of it and the uncertainty and. the 
anguish of urging power beyond its power, and finally, he 
knew the co^ummation which if it is attained at all 
transcends the ^ocess and is a miracle, a miracle as dan- 
gerous as it is perfect. For if all the forces arrive at* the 
same moment and in full flood, if the ecstasy is accom- 
plished, there is then no place to go but back. That was 
why when looking at a picture he took refuge almost at 
once in a stolid retreat to Process. “Swell piece of work, 
well organized. Notice how he balances that red.” No, let 
the music go on creating, by means he was half aware olP, 
heavenly equilibriums, but he shut his ears. He would not 
enter that world now, though Bach himself invited him. 

During the intermission they talked a little, but. the 
music was still clinging to her. He would have liked to 
suggest they go now, but he didn’t dare. She so obviously 
wanted to stay. He watched her intently, still wondering 
how in the end this evening of music would make her feel 
towards him. There wouldn’t be any of<the sympathy of 
sharing it. But at least his concentration had Anally kept 
her from a complete abandonment to it. She had become 
more and more conscious of him. He knew by little tighten- 
ings of the mouth or drawing of the eyebrows. Her praise 
of it now had reproach for him in it. “ Did you really like 
it? Did you really listen?” And when her eyes turned 
around to the faces of those near them it was not to see 
any one else, but only to escape his gaze. 
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Somewhere in the middle of the second half his attention 
was caught by a man who was staring at him. He was 
among those standing against the wall, a tall yotmg man, 
as far as he could see, shabby, or at any rate very unfashion- 
able, in a coat with queer narrow shoulders and sleeves a 
little too short. His face had a Gothic look, everything in 
it pointed upwards, the flaring nostrils, the lips, the jrheek- 
bones. His eyes even at a distance showed pierdngly blue 
and his skin was reddened as though it had never known 
anytliing but extreme cold. His ap^arance was almost 
grotesque, but as Mark looked at him with some curiosity, 
he saw there was also something powerful and sensitive 
about the modelling of his face. He wondered why .the 
fellow had looked at him with such intent&ess, and for a 
moment he thought it might be someonq following him. 
Thf young man had turned his eyes away as Mark looked 
at him, but he did not seem self-conscious. He stood for 
a considerable time without apparently moving a muscle 
or flicking an eyelash. He seemed to have perfect control 
of his muscles. Then he turned his eyes again in Mark’s 
^rection and gave suddenly an eager smile and bobbed his 
head several times, m a naging even in the crowd to execute 
a stiff bow'and heel clicking. Mark saw that he had saluted 
the Countess. He thought with annoyance, So she knows 
him too, and when he glanced up again and saw that the 
young man still looked at her with an open look of admir- 
ation it flashed on him that this might be the lover. He 
at once rejected the possibility. Not only because the man 
was so awkward, so homely and so obviously unworldly, but 
because t^ was <iot the sort of man from whom he wished 
to take her. 

As the hall grew warmer from the crowd, the smell of 
her violets came up to him. He hardly took his eyes from 
her, and by the set look of her mouth, the blank, conscious 
stare of her eyes, he knew she felt it and that whatever he 
had done he had at last made her fully conscious of him. 
Finally he began to feel that she silently contended against 
him, and that satisfied him. It was enough for the time. 
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What was that Emmy used to read aloud? “And whilst 
om souls negotiate there, we like sepulchral statues lay, 
all day the same our postures were and we said nothing 
all the day." 

When the music stopped she didn’t wait for the hand- 
clapping to be over, but got up hurriedly and pulled her 
coat together and drew on her gloves. Her programme she 
crumpled into a ball and dropped. They started out, but 
as they had been close to the stage they were caught in the 
crowd just the same^ He moved behind her, holding both 
her elbows, but she shook her arms and said sharply, “It’s 
not necessary, thanks. I can get along.” He held her more 
lightly, but didn’t let her go. As they came to the more 
spacious*lobby1be freed her and she turned with an exclama- 
tion: “It’s railing. How maddening." So it was. The 
sidewalks were glistening and rain hung like a sheet of 
cellophane between them and the street lights. People who 
had brought umbrellas were struggling to put them up 
against the wind. 

“We’ll have to get a taxi,” he said. 

“But there’s such a crowd. We’ll never get onel" Thep 
she looked at him and was startled by his face. Let her be, 
he thought. She’s seen such faces before. He took her arm 
and drew her over to the wall. “ We’ll wait till the crowd 
thins," he said. 

She let herself be drawn and stood beside him looking 
down. 

“I think,” she said in a low voice, “that I won’t want 
any supper. I think I’ll just go home. If you’ll call me a 
taxi I’d better leave you here." t , 

“Certainly, I’ll call one,” he said, “but I’ll go with you. 
I can’t let you go alone.” * 

“I think it’s better I go alone,” she said firmly. 

“Then why did you come?” he said. He couldn’t believe 
she meant it. But that was the usual stupid question. He 
wished he hadn’t asked it. She looked up at him, not angrily 
but gently. “I wanted to be friendly and to be kind,” she 
said, her voice still lowj “because I know why you’re here." 
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At first he didn’t know what she meant. Was “here” 
the concert ? In a confused way he thought she was accusing 
him of coming back to town and deliberately putting him- 
self in her path. He said nothing. She clasped her gloved 
hands so tightly the seams strained. 

•“The trouble is,” she said hurriedly, “that others also 
know,* and it’s very dangerous for you.”** , 

He looked at her, stupefied, and she laid her hand on 
his arm. 

“Oh, I know,” she said, “how sjd and how terrible 
it is, but you can’t do anything, not anything. You must 
go *home,” she said. “ Go back home at once. Promise 
me you will.” • 

He couldn’t speak, but she went on, her voictf shaking 
with sympathy. • 

^Please believe me that there is nothing you can possibly 
do, and you’ll only get into fearful trouble yourself. You 
must go. Will you promise me you’ll go?” 

“I’d like to kill you,” he said. 

And suddenly here before them were the blond young 
groupie of the Palace garden. Here they came, waving their 
hands, their faces lighted with surprise and malice. “ Why, 
darling I” *the woman cried. “But you said you couldn’t 
come. And you changed your mind. How exciting 1” 

“Wasn’t it wonderful!” the man said. “I saw you all 
through the concert. I could see how you enjoyed it.” 

Mark didn’t even hear their names. He heard the Coun- 
tess stammer as she made the presentations. Her face was 
all anxiety, any one could see it even through her smile. 

“ I was wondering if you’d give me a lift home,” she said 
to them. “It will save Mr. fteysing from coming so far 
out of his way.” 

“Naturally, naturally,” they cried together. 

Mark wanted to say, “Good-night and thank you,” but she 
had tiimed from him before he could take her hand or speak, 
and there was another interruption. The young man who 
had stood with the standees and had greeted her so eagerly, 
he too had found them. He was making again his stiff 
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formal bow and kiasing her hand, and the Countess, still 
a little distracted, said, **Why, Bertholdl How nice to see 
you I This is Doctor Ditten,” she said, and she said kindly 
and as though privately, "You must come and have tea 
with me. (Oh, these invitations to teal) I haven’t seen you 
for so long.” 

" Opr ca/ is waiting. Ruby,” the blond young mail said, 
ills gleaming, amused look now fixed on the doctor, " though 
I hate to take you away from so many admirers.” 

The doctor did lyat find this amusing, and he looked 
blankly at the young man. Mark said good-night and left 
them. He walked to the entrance and stood in the thinning 
crowd. It was still pouring. Almost immediately the 
Countess and lier friends got into a car and drove away. 
In the lobby behipd him the lights were being economically 
dimmed preparatory to turning them off. There were hot 
enough taxis, and when one came he seemed unable to move, 
and let someone else get it ahead of him. The Co\mtess, 
he was saying to himself, he would think of afterwards. 
Maybe not at all. He wasn’t sentimental, thank God, 
whatever he was, and he’d known all along she was of ng 
importance and that he didn’t really like her very much. 
She had been a momentary release for him. He couldn’t 
go on thinking of the other thing at that tension without 
cracking up and becoming useless. Now she’d thrown him 
back on it, a little sooner than he’d expected, that was all. 
He turned his collar up stoically, deciding to walk. Perhaps 
he’d meet a taxi farther down the street. 

Someone touched him on the arm. "Excuse me, sir, but 
I have an umbrella. May I share it with j’ou?” , 

Mark looked around into bright inquiring eyes and saw 
also a large black cotton umbrella. He’d forgotten the 
doctor already, and his face seen without highlights in the 
shadow seemed different. But then he knew him. Yes, it 
was that queer dudt. 

"Thanks,” he said. “Which way are you going?” 

"I will go in your direction,” the doctor said 
politely. 
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“That’s very decent of you. I don’t believe I have far 
to go.” He gave the number on Theatre Street. 

They started off together. “These spring rains,” the 
doctor said, “ are very bad. It is dangerous to get wet and 
then not to dry out properly. So one catches severe and 
sometimes fatal colds.” 

“ Yes,. I suppose so,” Mark agreed. It is«certainly cvirious, 
he thought suddenly, that she should know about me. Who 
would tell her? Would it be Henning, would it be that 
other fellow? Are they all discussiqg this thing among 
themselves ? 

■ffDid you enjoy the concert?” 

“Oh, yes,” Mark said, “very much. Magnificent music.” 

“Magnificent music indeed,” the doctor agr&d, “but 
not very good voices. Except for the Evangel.” 

’“Yes, they weren’t good, as a matter of fact.” 

“Many of our best singers go abroad. Of course, they 
get patd a lot more there. It’s natural they should.” 

“I expect they do.” What did she mean about it being 
dangerous for me to be here? She exaggerates, of course, 
^ut still. I’ll have to be careful. I certainly can’t accomplish 
anything in jail. 

“You ate getting damp,” the doctor said. “ The umbrella 
isn’t big enough. You must be sure to take a strong drink 
when you get home.” He stopped suddenly and took hold 
of Mark’s arm. “Wouldn’t it be a good idea to have a 
drink now?” he said. “Very near us is a famous beer hall. 
Would you allow me to offer you a glass of beer?” 

“I think it’s an excdlent idea,” Mark agreed. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


The beer hall was full of smoke and the slightly sour smell 
of majt. It wa^'crowded, mostly with men, but ‘a few 
women were scattered among them. As they came in, 
people at the tables near the door gave them the party 
salute and the docto|^ returned it absently. Mark did not 
return it, and while the doctor stood looking about for a 
free table he waited, stiffly consciotis of their imfriendly 
starts. Finally a waitress in peasant dress beckoned them 
to a corrier where there was a small table. Here the doctor 
stood his umbrella against the wall to drain, wiped the rain- 
drops off his sleeves with his handkerchief, advised Mark 
to do the same, and finally sat down, ordering from the 
waitress two large glasses of Salvator, together witlf cheese 
and bread. 

The chairs they sat on were not comfortable, they had 
great wooden hearts for backs. Mark wished at once h( 
hadn’t accepted so quickly. He didn’t like at all the atmo- 
sphere of the place, and the fellow would be boring. He 
would go into one of those earnest conversations in which 
he would conscientiously try to inform himself about the 
foreigner and his customs or worse still, he would try to 
inform the foreigner about himself and his customs. 

While they waited for the beer the doctor took out a 
pipe and filled it carefully from an oilskin bag. His fingers 
were very scrubbed and bony, but they wene shapqjy. Mark 
lighted a cigarette. When the beer came the doctor held 
up his long glass. “ Good health,” he said. “ Good health,” 
Mark echoed. The beer was the colour of dark Chinese 
amber and the flavour was deep, nutty, smooth, full of body, 
and just faintly musky. 

“It’s excellent,” Mark said. 

“Yes, we make good beer,” the doctor agreed. 

At the other end of the hall a man began to sing to an 
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accordion accompaniment. For a little longer I’ll forget 
again, Mark thought. Just for a little longer. 

“ Beer and music,” he said, “ all we need now is women.” 

“There will be no women,” the doctor said seriously. 

“Then we ought to have brought the Countess.” 

.“She would not come perhaps to a beer hall.” 

“Haven’t you ever asked her?” , 

“Never.” 

“Try it some time. I wouldn’t be surprised if she took 
a maternal interest in you.” , 

The doctor studied Mark’s face to see if he meant what 
he said. For some reason, probably loneliness, it appeared 
he wanted to like him. “I think perhaps she does take such 
an interest in me,” he said. “ I have known her al^t^ays, and 
she is many years older than I. She couldq’t take any other 
kind of interest.” 

“Ah, so?” said Mark, and suddenly he was trying not 
to be dimused. Yes, he need not perhaps think of sorrow 
for a little longer. 

“We come from the same place,” the doctor said. “In 
^he north. Our families were friends. Every Sunday after- 
noon in my childhood my father called on the Countess. 
Sometimesr I went along.” 

“You come from the north?” 

“Yes. Formerly ours was a large family there, but in 
my youth it had already shrunk, and now there is only my 
uncle and myself. We are very well born,” he said simply, 
“but I dropped the prefix. It means nothing to-day. I 
came here because of work. I was sent here, in fact. But 
you, hav^ you known the Countess long?” 

“No. 1 met her in New York once, then again here. 
That’s all. She’s an Americaif, of course. That gives us 
one thing in common.” 

“A great deal, I should think,” the doctor said. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Mark said, “1 was only thinking 
of the language. There are so many kinds of Americans. 
But the Countess we can be proud of. She’s a very beautiful 
woman.” 
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The doctor considered this, puffing slowly on his pipe. 
“I should call her attractive,* he said. “She is mudi too 
thin to be beautiful. She has a very serious anaemic condi- 
tion, as you could guess to look at her. I have treated her 
for it from time to time this last year. No, I shouldn’t call 
her beautiful, but I should certainly call her extremely 
attractive." 

“You’re looking at her professionally,” Mark said. 
“From my point of view, I should say she’d be fun to paint. 
But we shouldn’t 1ft our professional interest play too 
strong a part in our lives. We’d miss a lot.” 

“Perhaps so.” * 

»I mean, I don’t want to love only the women I’d like 
to paint* and you’d certainly be limited if you alwa 3 rs had 
to have complete soundness of wind and limb.” 

The doctor looked at him with slightly startled blue eyes 
and drew vigorously on his pipe. It was obvious he thought 
Mark meant he loved the Countess. ' 

Mark said, “I believe there’s a convention against talking 
about women in beer halls, or bars, or dubs, or anywhere, 
in fact, where one would be most likely to talk about theit^ 
Are you shocked at my mentioning ffie Cotmtess?” 

“But not at all,” the doctor said. 

“I don’t know why I did. I’ve just met her, really. I 
don’t know much about her. But I was, frankly, extremely 
attracted. That’s all I meant to say.” 

“ I can imderstand that,” the doctor said. “ I’m extremely 
attracted to her myself. Even having known her so long 
ago. Of course I hardly ever see her now. Except to give 
her liver extract. It’s not a romantic mo«!ient, o^e might 
say. And then,” he laid down his pipe and looked earnestly 
at Mark, “since we’re speaking frankly, I have to admit 
that emotionally I’m terribly inhibited.” 

Mark bent over his beer a moment, then he couldn’t 
resist it. He threw his head back and laughed. The doctor, 
after an instant’s surprise, joined him. 

“I suppose she’d be amused,” he said finally, “if she 
could hear us.” 



“She certainly would,” Mark said. “Now we can’t do 
less than drink to her.” 

' They held up their glasses. When they put them, down 
they were empty. The doctor held up his hand to signal 
the waitress. 

. “This is on me,” Mark said. 

“No^no,” the doctor insisted geniall;j^ “in my coimtry 
I buy the beer.” He ordered two more. * 

Mark suddenly found he was himgry. He began to eat 
the bread and cheese. 

“You spoke just now of painting the Countess,” the 
dor^tor said. “Are you a painter by profession?” 

“Yes. But it’s difficult to be a painter to-day. Js it 
difficult to be a doctor?” • . 

“I think it is difficult,” the doctor said, “and perhaps 
what we both mean is that it’s difficult to be a man. But 
that’s always the case, isn’t it? At any time and any place.” 

“Harder here now, I should think,” Mark said, “if you 
mean a man of complete human wholeness.” 

“I do,” the doctor said. “But I also question whether 
just now it’s so important to be a man in that sense.” 

“What else is important? Isn’t that what we all want? 
Don’t you yourself want it in the end?” 

“In the end, yes. But at the moment other things must 
come first. What’s important here and now isn’t necessarily 
important to-morrow, just as it wasn’t important yester- 
day. In the flow of time most values are relative to the 
ones directly preceding and following. But there’s om 
underlying value that at all times is constant, that is almost 
in the nature qf time itself, and that one is survival. Do 
you agree?” 

“Survival? As what? Sufely as the creature with his 
human wholeness intact.” 

“Perhaps not intact. You may come out of battle with 
a leg off. You may have to lose an eye, but the important 
thing is you survive. Come, now, admit that if you don’t 
survive there’s nothing left to talk about.” 

“Well, no one wants to extinguish you.” 
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“ You say that, but they wanted to put us into a state 
where we wotjldn’t have lost one leg but two, not one eye, 
but two. Do you call that survival? It’s a state that in 
your great, rich country you’d consider no better than 
extinction.” 

“You had a constitution and a republican government,” 
Mark said. , 

“ Yra, and even if I admit that they were desirable, who 
was willing to support us in them? No one. That brings 
me to the value of the moment, the one related to what 
has just gone and is jhst coming. Our value here and now 
is union.” He held up his hand. “You’re about to tell me 
of t]^e abuses that exist, the bureaucracy, the death of the 
trade unions, the race persecutions, the unhealthy lack of 
an opposition, and so on. Nevertheless, union is still 
our fiance of suiVival. And eventually out of our union 
will come that human wholeness you spoke of.” 

“It’s impossible to believe that it’ll ever come through 
blind reaction, through cruelty, a calculated destruction of 
every human decency.” 

He said fiercely to himself. Shut up. Don’t argue in this 
fake, academic detachment. People have said this over and 
over till they’re black in the face. They’ve said it politely 
till they burst from restraint. What we want to say is: 
We loathe your bloody coimtry and everything in it. And 
you want to say the same to us. We’re on two sides of a 
wall. We can’t even meet to have a glass of beer together. 
We should have known it. 

But the doctor apparently was more capable of detach- 
ment than he. He looked meditatively at;, him, thinkin g 
slowly. 

“Machiavelli,” he said, “says that unity is the goal of 
every political community. That’s impossible when there 
is a continuous formation of parties. But if all parties can 
be united into one party under good laws, then the highest 
goal of mankind will follow — civil liberty.” 

“History isn’t limited to politics,” Mark said im- 
patiently. “Anyway, the proof of this pudding is the 
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eating. You’re united now, aren’t you? Where’s your 
dvil liberty?” 

“Oh,” the doctor said, “that’ll come. Or I believe so. If 

I didn’t believe it would come ” 

He stopped. For a moment he looked down at his pipe. 
It .had gone out. He lighted it again, and in the flare of 
the match his teeth set on the stem gav% his face a stem, 
mdancholy look. ^ * 

“What I sometimes fear is that we’re going contrary 
to our racial genius,” he said. “Of course, necessity drives 
us. Our genius had led us into degdieracy. But still it’s 
dai^erous. What,” he said suddenly, “has our sodal and 
political genius always been?” , 

“Nothing, I should say. You’ve never been Romanized. 
Perhaps that was your first misfortune.” 

•“But was it a misfortune?” The doctor leaned forward 
and said earnestly, “ Perhaps not to be Romanized was our 
gcnius« With the Roman the State had rights, the individual 
had rights only as part of the State. When he wasn’t a 
citizen he had no rights. With us, in our tribal, in our 
feudal State, right was an attribute of the individual. Such 
*a right could scarcely be taken from him. Only yesterday,” 
he said, aud his voice grew more sombre, “only yesterday 
I had a discussion on rights. It was very disturbing.” 

He’s unhappy, Mark thought. Devilish unhappy. As 
unhappy as I am. To come suddenly on unhappiness in a 
stranger is like stumbling on a deep well. The sensible 
thing is to draw back from it. 

The doctor gave a little shake to his high, thin shoulders. 

“But I was saying,” he said, “that it’s just possible we’ve 
made a tnistake in invoking the Roman idea now. What 
have we to do with Romaniscas ?” he said contemptuously. 

Suddenly Mark was sure that he wasn’t meant to take 
part in this discussion, that the doctor had begun to argue 
with himself — or with someone who wasn’t there. 

“Romanisms,” he repeated, casting the word from him. 
He put his pipe down and folded his hands, looking ofi 
into distance. His lips moved once without saying anything 
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aloud. Then he drew his eyes back to Mark, and gave a 
shake of his head as though giving a vehement answer. 

“It would be impossible for our present society to pro- 
duce such a person,” he said. “I mean such as I was talldng 
to yesterday.” He ended in confusion. 

“No doubt,” said Mark vaguely. 

The doctor Iqpked at him and said, “Of course there’s 
no vafiety. Saint^francis, Spinoza, Beethoven — all of them 
would be executed. But we don’t need them. That’s the 
point.” 

Before Mark coufd answer he suddenly leaned his head 
in his hand. His eyes closed and he seemed to be reliying 
a painful experience. Mark would have liked to get up and 
go, but he couldn’t leave a man so unconscious of him. 
He looked at him, embarrassed and indifferent. The doctor’s 
cuffs, he saw, were worn and showed signs of having been 
clipped smooth with scissors. 

Serves him right, Mark thought. Serves him ri^t. He 
had no interest in the doctor’s unhappiness, but it seemed 
obscurely a sort of retribution for his own. Morosely he 
stared down at the table. The singer with the accordion 
began another song. 

“How about another beer?” the doctor said briskly. He 
had recovered himself and his face had its fixed, bright look. 

“Perhaps you’re tired,” Mark said. “Perhaps we’d 
better go.” 

“No, no. I’m not tired. I must apologize for letting 
myself be depressed for a moment. I won’t bother you 
with it. It’s one of the things I must learn to get over.” 

“Yes,” Mark said. 

They looked at each other questioniiigly. One word and 
the doctor would tell him what was on his mind, and the 
loneliness in Mark, more than any real interest, was willing 
to let him listen. Some case of his, he thought, or some 
love affair, that will turn out to be entirely average. 

But I wouldn’t dare tell him anything about me. He 
was about to say something when the waitress fame up. 

“Two beers,” the doctor said. 
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The waitress looked at them very hard and went oflF 
sullenly. 

“She’s not feeling hospitable,” Mark suggested. 

“I should have worn my uniform,” the doctor said. 

“Oh, you have a uniform too?” 

“ Yes, so many people do here. Without one you feel like 
a (Tock who’s lost his tail feathers. I hate mine,” he said. 

“Xmiy?” Mark asked. / • 

“No, no.” ^ 

They listened to the singer, waiting for the beer to 
come. It wasn’t as easy to talk novtt Mark couldn’t tell 
why. He felt a slight inclination, a vague liking for the 
doemr. He didn’t know why he liked him. Perhaps because 
in spite of what he gave as his opinions there was such 
deep dissatisfaction in him, or because of something else — 
honesty, perhaps. And he had what has to be called 
“character.” He had his own distinct quality. What he 
did one would usually expect, but if one didn’t expect it, 
once done it would be instantly stamped with his own 
quality. 

When the beer came the doctor made another eflFort to 
liven things up. 

“When will you go back to America?” he asked. 

“I don’t' know,” Mark said. “It depends on some people 
here.” 

“I wish I could go with you.” 

“Yes? You think you’d like it?” 

“I’m not sure. But it attracts me terribly.” 

“What especially?” 

“Lots of things. Some of them professional. I’d like to 
examine, for inst'ance, one of your iron lungs. And then 
there’s a man doing very inter^ting research on pellagra. 
I’d like to see him. Oh, a number of things. Tall b uil dings, 
of course.” He moved his pipe up and down, then sketched 
a curve. “Pretty girls,” he said, with no red gusto. “But 
mostly I want to see what it’s like to breathe the air of 
anarchy.” 

“Anarchy? Well, yes, I suppose it is anarchy, compared 

£• i6i L 



with this, anyway. You say the word as though it were 
a vice.” 

“Oh, I don’t think it’s always a vice. In a new country, 
no. It can be a virtue. Wherever there’s a big enough 
margin for error. In such places, in such times, it’s the 
highest value. Spain in her colonies didn’t realize that. She ’ 
was always trying for order, so she failed. Order had' no 
valued then. Anl^chy has no value to us here and now.” 

“You certainly stick to your guns, don’t you? Within 
a very slight measure I agree with you. I mean, I’ve lived 
in this golden state*of anarchy for a while and I see that 
the margin of error, as you say, is thinning down con- 
siderably. I’ve seen how men can suffer in it, whari the 
unJler-dpg’s life can be. I might even agree that it would 
be a good thing to bury a few of our beloved little personal 
freedoms for a while until some more general good could 
be arrived at. That’s even been done, and perhaps will have . 
to be done even more. But it’s dangerous. It’s dangerous 
to give up anarchy. It’s dangerous to put your head under 
the yoke and say, ‘I’m only doing this for a moment, I 
can get right out when I want. You take the risk of coming 
to what you’ve come to here. You took it, and look at you i” 

Perhaps this was going too far, considering that he was 
drinking the doctor’s beer. But the doctor * apparently 
didn’t think so. Indeed he listened so carefully always that 
Mark wished he himself might be more exact and less 
emotional. 

The doctor looked at him sadly, then he sighed. 

“Couldn’t you conceive of living here?” he asked. 

“Not for an instant,” Mark said promptly. Then he 
added evasively, “I imagine it would be ^orse fo.* me than 
for you. A man can’t paipt a single stroke without free- 
dom of choice. But I suppose a man’s belly is always a 
man’s belly.” 

The doctor took a drink of beer and set his glass down 
with a precise ring. 

“ I don’t think it’s possible,” he said, “ for any one to be 
more unhappy than I am.” 
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Mark could hardly reconcile his sharp, bright voice with 
his words. But he wasn’t really surprised It was the doctor 
himself who seemed startled. He turned away hastily and 
beckoned to the waitress. When she came he felt in his 
pockets, found some coins and paid her, and when she was 
gone said, “This isn’t really a very good place to talk. But 
I would like very much to talk some mare.” 

“Yes, 'yes, it would be fine,” Mark slid. But he told 
himself that he didn’t want to see the 'doctor again. He 
didn’t want to get entangled with any one here. In a way 
it was almost too easy to feel friendliness for the doctor. 
He was naive and earnest and pedantic and pompous and 
stiff, *and he was disarming. Perhaps he had other quali^es. 
You could even guess them, though nothing had called 
them to view. They would almost necessarily be the 
expected complements of those Mark had seen. The doctor, 
he thought, would never have real surprises for him. 

A giy>up of men at the table nearest them were watching 
them and listening. 

“ No, it’s not a good place to talk,” the doctor said again 
in a louder voice. “It’s a great bore the way every one 
tistens all the time. But let’s finish our beer, anyway. How 
long will you be in town?” 

“I don’t know,” Mark said. He was vaguely uncom- 
fortable because of the notice they had attracted. No one 
could actually have caught more than an occasional word 
spoken more loudly for emphasis, but he began to feel that 
he’d like to go. 

“I want to see you again,” the doctor repeated. “I have 
unfortunately a very hard job. Hard in all ways, a dirty 
job. Amhng other things, I must get up early. And so I 
must also go to bed early. But < have a little flat here, very 
tiny indeed, and one servant who cooks my meals. Will you 
do me the favour to dine with me to-morrow night?” 

“I’d like to very much,” Mark said. Well, that was done. 
He was never quick at saving himself. And after all he 
knew that when he’d lived through another day here he’d 
even be glad to dine with the doctor. 



“You know what I miss most in all this,* the doctor 
said, “is the freedom to talk. I like discussions. In my 
student days we discussed everything. Yes, everything. ItU 
hard to remember it. Well, we’ll have more talk to-morrow 
night I’ll write you down the address of my flat.” ^ 

He felt in his pocket and brought out a small pad and 
pencil. He put them on the table before him and Jodked 
at thSm for a lament. 

The paper showed the pressure of a pencil. 

His face stiffened. “You’re a lucky devil,” he said. Then 
he wrote his name tmd address and tore off the sheet and 
gave it to MarL Mark looked at it and put it in his 
pocket. * 

^‘Sh^l we^o now?” the doctor said. He reached into 
the corner for his umbrella. Suddenly he said with a little 
smile, “But do^ou know that all this time I don’t know 
your name? That’s funny, isn’t it? The Countess must 
have said it indistinctly. I noticed at the time {ihe was 
upset about something.” 

“My name’s Mark Preysing,” he said. Then he stood 
up and added, “ I haven’t any card with me. I’m sorry.” 

“Preysing,” the doctor repeated slowly as he got to his. 
feet. His smile faded and Us face became troubled. He 
said, “That’s very queer.” 

“Is it?” Mark said. 

He pushed his chair back. The doctor put his hands on 
the table and leaned forward, looking piercingly at him. 

“Mark Preysing?” he asked urgently. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“ Sit down a moment,” the doctor said. 

Well, he knows it, too, Mark thought. *rhis is beginning 
to be a nightmare. He safrdown and they looked at each 
other across the table in silence. The doctor felt in his 
pockets again. This time he brought out a little folded 
note. He looked at it and a blur of sadness and shock 
dimmed the sharp blue of his eyes. 

“ Arc you Madame Emmy Ritter’s son ?” 

“Yes,” Mark said. 
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“Then this is for you.” He handed him the note across 
the table. 

* Mark took it and saw at once that the handwriting was 
hers. He looked at it, stunned, then he opened it and read 
« the note. 

• 

It was a note of farewell. Every word ^f it was a Jeave- 
taking, every word was too clearly and si;nply the last. He 
read it through twice before he finally grasped its finality. 
Then he leaned his elbows on the table^ and buried his head 
in his hands. If he had been alone, perhaps he would have 
collapsed altogether. But the hum of the beer hall hung 
dimly around him, at the table with him was the doctor. 
He knew he’d have to pull himself together soWhoW. Long 
enough to get away. , 

Then he realized that all along some part of him had 
known with certainty that it couldn’t be less than deatlu 
Everytlfing had told him so, the first note, then the silence, 
then Henning. The Commissioner, Fritz, and the Countess. 
Each in his own way had told him, had confirmed what he 
dready knew, and like a spoiled child continuously rejected. 

lie remembered as though it had happened hours ago 
the first words the doctor spoke to him in the theatre. They 
ought to have rung with the tolling of a bell. But he had 
only been thinking about the Coimtess. He’d been in a 
dream, seeing nothing he should have seen, hearing nothing 
he should have heard, living, in fact, as one always lived, 
in the midst of an illusion. It is a terrible thing to support 
even momentarily the rending of that illusion, to see the 
whole la^ of knowledge, and to look on the bare plan and 
armature of the design. 

He looked up at the doctor* who sat slumped back in 
his chair, his hands in his pockets, staring at the table. 
Near them the men who had watched them were still 
watching them. 

“Did she give it to* you?” Mark asked. 

“Yes.” 

“When?” 
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“Yesterday.” 

“Then she’s still alive?” 

“Yes, she’s still alive.” 

One of the men at the table nearby said in a loud voice, 
“They must be drunk.” 

Mark took out a cigarette and lighted it unsteadily. .He 
inhaled it <^or a foment. . ' 

“\^ho are you?” he asked. 

The doctor answered him, not looking at him. “I’m a 
doctor. Actually I am in the Department of Health and 
Sanitation. But the prisons are very full, they need doctors, 
and for tluree months I’ve been attached to the political 
police. I met Madame Ritter in prison, the prison for the 
worst cnminafs of all sorts, civil and political, all those 
who are cond^nmed to die.” 

“Is that where she is?” 

“No. At present she’s in a concentration camp outside 
the city. That I was able to do.” • 

“Why is she there?” 

“She'became sick. I found her suffering from an acute 
inflammation of the appendix. I wanted to operate on her^ 
so I persuaded my uncle to ask them to let me do it. He 
has a good deal of influence.” 

He looked down and met Mark’s eyes. He said hastily, 
“I’m really a surgeon, but it’s hard to live. I had to take 
what job I could.” 

“ So you operated,” Mark said. 

“ Yes, they let me do it. I had her moved to the concen- 
tration camp because there are facilities, of a sort, for 
operations. The conditions in the prison* itself were very 
bad — she’d have died there. And, of course, they wouldn’t 
let me put her in a hospital. Now she is in a room with 
another woman, tubercular, but she has a clean bed and 
fairly decent treatment.” 

“She’s quite recovered?” 

“She walked a little yesterday.” 

“How much time has she?” 

“Not much.” 
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“How much?” 

The doctor didn’t answer. Mark said angrily, “Tell me. 
1 have to hear ” 

“Till Wednesday. Early in the morning.” 

“Wednesday I Of this week? But it’s Sunday now.” 

‘He snatched his watch from his pocket and held it up 
to look at. Quarter past twelve. It wasn’t Sunday. It was 
Monday. Day after to-morrow. He put it back in his pocket. 

“What can I do?” he said. 

“There’s nothing you can do,” the doctor said in a voice 
like lead. “ If there was anything you could do I’d tell you.” 

“•Are you sure there’s nothing?” 

“Yes, I’m sure.” He leaned forward and,said in a vdice 
that barely could be heard, “I would like to save 'Madame 
Ritter myself if it could be done. But it ean’t.” 

“You’re sure?” Mark repeated. 

“Yes.” 

“I don’t suppose money would help?” 

“No, no. Impossible.” 

“There must be something.” 

• “There’s nothing. You must put out of your head all 
romantic thoughts of escape from prison.” 

“People" have done it.” 

“Not here.” 

“But she’s in the camp now.” 

“Yes, but she has also been very sick. She can barely 
walk. I tell you it’s impossible. Don’t torture yourself with 
thinking about it.” 

“You said you’d like to save her. Why?” 

The doctor said slowly, “It’s hard to tell you why. It 
would be contrary to every pne of my principles. I’m 
honest when I tell you that I believe just now we’re doing 
the only thing possible to do.” 

He took the edge of the table in his hands and pressed 
it as though he wanted to push it and Maik away from 
him. His knuckles turned white in his red, strong hands. 

“ I think Madame Ritter, because she’s one of us,” be said 
harshly, “and because she didn’t understand, deserves to 
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die. But -when I say this I say it in one compartment only. 
And only in that compartment is it true. When I bring 
it out, it’s no longer true. When I see Madam Ritter^I 
see her nearly every day, you know— when I talk to her, 
it’s not true.” 

“You say you don’t want her to die,” Mark said, “ahd 
you dan’t really Snow her. If you did you’d think bf some- 
thing to do.” 

“Yes, I know her,” the doctor said. “I didn’t want to. 
For a long time I would hardly talk to her, because I was 
afraid of knowing her. I thought, ‘ She’s chosen to act 
single-handed: let her go on single-handed.’ But alhthe 
tim^ I was knq^ing her anyway.” 

“ She can’t help going single-handed,” Mark said. “ She’s 
had to support other people, always, and with very little 
help. Life has forced her to go single-handed. She’s had 
more burdens than any one woman should. Her husband 
■wasn’t much use to her. Her daughter’s been always sick. 

I haven’t been what I should. We’ve all asked too much. 
So she’s become that sort of person. You know how tramps 
will put a mark on a house to show that you can always • 
count on a handout there, that it’s a place where you won’t 
be turned away. Well, every one who sees her puts that 
mark on her.” 

“She could be Saint Elisabeth,” the doctor said. 

“Who?” 

“Nothing. I was thinking of something else." 

The singer with the accordion began again, a rollicking 
song. It had a chorus, and several groups joined in, banging 
their steins and stamping their feet. * « 

“Isn’t there anything I c^n do,” Mark said, “no matter 
how crazy, how hard, how dangerous, that could get her out ?” 

“No. You mustn’t think of it.” 

“Just the same, there must be something. If I knew the 
country better I’d find it. I tell you, there’s nothing 1 
wouldn’t try. Would you tell me what to do if you knew?” 

“ Yes. Now that I’ve seen you it’s worse for me." 

“Why?” 
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“Because I see you’re a man like myself. I see her in 
you and I see you in her. I know what you are to each 
other. Your coming here shows me that.” 

“What can I do, then?” 

“You can’t do anything.” 

• “God damn you and your country!” He dropped his 
dgaritte and stamped on it. • » 

“Wait a minute,” the doctor said. “After all, it’s better 
she should be in my care.” 

“Yes,” Mark agreed. He sank back and closed his eyes. 
He felt deathly tired. “Yes, yes, of course it’s better. I’m 
glad. You can make things easier for her. Will you tell 
her you’ve seen me?” ^ * 

“Do you want me to?” 

“I don’t know. It might make it worse»for her to know 
I’m' here. Rimning futilely about, trying to help her. She’d 
worry about my getting into trouble. Perhaps it’s better not. 
Still, I ^nt to write her. Will you take her a letter for me?” 

“Yes, of course. Will you come to-morrow night to my 
flat?” 

, “I don’t know. I don’t know what I can do. I don’t 
know how I’m going to live till to-morrow night.” 

He opeiled his eyes and they looked at each other. 

“Will you have another drink with me?” the doctor 
asked. 

“Oh, no,” Mark said, so quickly that they both looked 
away, overcome with embarrassment worse than anger. 

“Then we’d better go,” the doctor said. 

They got up and the doctor picked up his umbrella. 
Mark fol^wed ham through the tables to the door. The 
waitress who stood near the door looked at them sullenly. 
The doctor gave her a coin as he passed, which she took 
without thanks. 

It was still raining. 

“You know your way?” the doctor asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Until to-morrow, then.” 

They started off in opposite directions. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


WheNt Mark began to walk alone he realized completely 
what had happened. Now Emmy’s fate wasn’t a matter of 
possibility, it wasn’t just a picture in the back of bis mind, 
a sort of i:eadful spjir to energy. No, it was a certainty. 
Certain even as to the exact day: Wednesday, early in the 
morning. He walked almost at a run, and if his way hadn’t 
ledMirectly he|d have been lost. 

Theafre Street was empty, and all the shops had their 
iron shutters down so that it looked like a street of blank 
iron walls. All the lamps were blurred and a cat mewed 
forlornly in a doorway. The knob of his own door was 
slippery and large and hard to turn. He let himself *10 with 
the key they had given him and found the entrance in total 
blackness. He felt around the wall for the switch, reached 
it and turned it on. A paper was fastened to the lift: " Out 
of order,” it said. 

He began to climb the stairs slowly, breathless from his 
headlong walk, but before he could reach the door of the 
flat the lights gave a click and went off. They had been 
timed, apparently, to about what it would take to get up 
in the lift. 

He stood still, feeling an old, childish, nocturnal panic, 
a fear of strange cities and strange hallways at night. 
Alvtrays they had made him feel a fugitive and^lost. He 
could hear the rain at the top of the shaft. Yes, he was 
running for cover. Really litmted, really lost, drowned in 
strangeness. 

Then he slowly groped his way up and reached the door 
of the flat. He lit Ids briquet to read the number and And 
the lock, but if he had been in any doubt as to the door 
the smell as soon as he opened it would have told him. It 
was the special smell of the place, already familiar, gas and 
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filtered coffee and cabbage and stale upholstery and some 
sort of floor polish. And here, too, were the wicker chairs, 
.with that pe^iar waiting look of inanimate xised things 
in an empty place. He kept his light burning, shading it 
with his hand, and moved carefully towards his door. He 
saw things he hadn’t noticed in the daylight, a vase of paper 
flowers on the wicker table and a Chinese^ar for umbrellas, 
a hat-rack of imitation stag horns on the wall. He went on 
tiptoe so as not to disturb the landlady. As he saw her door 
across from his own he had a vision of her coming out to 
stare at him and to ask him where fle had been and why 
he was so late getting in. 

I^ddenly he stopped. He was before his own door. « He 
remembered perfectly its number and the lo6ation*of it, but 
there was a faint crack of light coming frpm under it. He 
hadn’t left his light on this afternoon. If he had, or if 
any one else had gone into his room since, the light would 
certainly have been discovered and turned off. The economy 
that prevailed here would see to that. 

Then someone was in his room now. He slipped his 
watch out. It was a quarter to one. At quarter to one 
*someone sat in his room waiting for him to come home. 
He remembered what the Countess had said to him, and he 
felt a feeling of relief that anxiety should come now to 
drive away his intolerable sorrow. 

Without doubt it was someone from the Secret Police. 
Then, since he hadn’t been heard yet, the thing for him to 
do was to slip away and go somewhere else. He put out 
his light and stood still, trying to think. 

If it was the police, why hadn’t they waited in the hall 
so that /list this thing wouldn’t happen? And if it was, 
and he got away now, what gdod would it do? There was 
no place he could go in the end without turning in his 
passport. He couldn’t even draw his money each day with- 
out complete identification. Rather than run it would be 
better to see them. He had done nothing illegal yet. He 
was an American subject. Better to take the chance. He 
felt alert and tingling, his grief momentarily gone. 
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He opened his door. The bright unshaded bulb over his 
bed had been turned on, the curtains at the window were 
drawn and these and the walls latticed with blade poppies 
gave the room a murky, vidous look. On a chair in the 
centre of the room sat a man who looked up at the noise of 
the door without surprise. He was an elderly man with a 
long, gale, soft-skinni face, big ears, and long, pale, hare’s 
eyes. His grey hai^ was stiffly en brosse and his high collar 
holding his flabby chin looked like Humpty Dumpty’s 
collar. As Mark came in he stood up wearily as though he’d 
been waiting a long time. 

“Well, I’ll be damned,” Mark said. “So you’re here.” 

<tYes, sir.” 

Mark looked him over again from head to foot. Then 
he began to feel ^ddenly cold and trembling. His coat was 
wet. He began to take it off and Fritz came and helped him, 
took the coat from him and went over to the wardrobe, 
found a hanger and hung it up on the open wardroLe door 
to dry. 

Yes, here was Fritz again. And Mark slipped back and 
stood for a moment in that compartment of time when 
Fritz always came jmt as things got too bad. Old Fritz — 
always insolent over the telephone, always sa}ring he couldn’t 
come, and not answering the telegram, but turning up just 
the same. And Mark remembered how he and Sabina had 
hated Fritz, and how even Emmy treated him roughly, as 
though she were suspicious of the only person who never 
tried to get something out of her. Fritz, icily self-sufficient 
and quarrelsome and efficient, and who took what satisfac- 
tion they could only guess out of being the perpetual last 
resort. 

Mark sat down weakly. He took out a cigarette and 
lighted it. 

“ So it’s you,” he said again. 

Fritz stood by his chair. “ May I sit down, Mr. Mark ?” 
he asked. 

“Sure. Sit down.” 

Fritz sat down opposite him and clasped his hands 
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loosdy between his knees. They were still the long, supple 
hands Mark remembered, the hands of the good valet. 

.Always his hands remained entirely respectful. He looked 
very tired, but not at all abashed. 

“WcH,” said Mark, “what have you got to say for 
yourself?” 

“Ofqu got the note, sir?” , 

“ Of coiuse I got it. I told you I’d got it when I saw 
you the other day.” 

“Then you know all about Madam Ritter?” 

“Yes, I know.” * 

“You haven’t seen her?” 

“ No, but I know where she is. All that’s happen^ to 
her. And I know that she’s to be executed nixt W^nesday.” 

Fritz shook his head and clasped his hands together 
between his knees in a gesture of outrage and despair. He 
said nothing. This enormity was too much for him. It 
was clear he knew her sentence already and it was some- 
thing he had thought of no remedy for, so there was nothing 
to say about it. 

“Poor Madam,” he muttered finally. “Poor Madam.” 

' Then he roused himself and said more briskly, “About the 
other afternoon — ^I wasn’t able to talk to you. I should 
have thought you might have realized that.” His large, pale 
eyes focused on Mark reproachfully. “I was with my 
brother,” he said. 

“That was your brother?” 

“Yes, and I thought it was best that he knew nothing 
about you. Already he wasn’t too pleased to have me with 
him.” Fritz turned almost eagerly from the hopelessness 
of MadSm Ritter. “If he thought I was up to anything 
he’d hand me over just like ehatl” He clicked his supple 
fingers. They made a loud snap. “And then where woiild 
you be,” he added, “knowing no more than you do?” 

Mark said, “ I’m sorry, Fritz. You’re right. Did you go 
to the Fotu: Seasons?” 

“Yes, I did. The concierge there is an acquaintance of 
mine. He gave me your address. I came just as soon as I 
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dared. I’ve been here waiting for you since seven o’clock. 
And the landlady didn’t think too mudi of me, either. She’s 
careful about her electricity. ” 

“Yes, I saw that. But what are you worried about? 
What if your brother does see you talking to me? What 
have you done? You weren’t involved in any way, were 
you?”^ . . ' 

Fritz said in a dry, aggrieved voice, “I did enough to 
get myself a wedt in the jug, to lose a good job and to be 
under surveillance ever since. Yes, 1 had a good job when 
Madam Ritter turn^ up here. I nearly lost it first by 
running errands and doing things for her. After the trial, 
an4 after I’d spent a week in jail, I lost it altogether.”' 

“Pm sorry,” Mark said. 

“Then down there in the country,” Fritz went on, “my 
brother is a terriLly suspicious man. He makes only a bare 
living himself now. His butter, milk and cheese all taken 
from him at a forced minimum price, practically none for 
his own use, and everything he has to buy sky high. And 
then it’s contributions, contributions all the time. If he 
hadn’t a little piece of forest land with some wood to 
sell I don’t know what he’d have done last winter, with 
five children to keep. It’s been a hard winter, here," he 
said. 

“It’s been a hard winter everywhere.” 

“ The room that he usually rents to a skier or an artist,” 
Fritz said, “I’ve been in for the last month. No, he doesn’t 
think much of me. Living abroad as much as I have hasn’t 
impressed him at all. It isn’t as though I’d made a success 
of service in foreign countries.” ^ 

“I know, I know,” said Mark impatiently. “I’lA sorry.” 

But it was obvious Mark didn’t really care, and Fritz 
sat still and looked at him reproachfully. “I’ve been under 
constant surveillance,” he said with a sort of gloomy 
satisfaction. “Everywhere I go I’m watched. My brother 
knows that. I tell you, if he thought there was any funny 
business he’d tmn me over like that.” 

He got up and walked over to the window and lifted 
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back the curtain an inch and peered down into the street. 
Mark heard the rain against the pane. Fritz came back and 
^at down again. He pointed his long, pale finger at Mark. 
“ Now, if she’d listened to me," he said, “ done as I told her 
to, none of this need have happened. But she wouldn’t 
listen.” 

’ "Xgs, here was old Fritz again. Nothing^hanged. Always 
complaming that the plumbing in this place was unsanitary 
and would be the death of them all; that Madame Ritter 
oughtn’t to entertain as much as she did, with prohibi* 
tion liquor costing so much and Iftr guests all reckless 
drinkers and no money coming in and he himself not having 
received a cent in wages for a year now. And Mark ]^as 
an insolent young pup, and had gone to»the tjouble of 
putting wet newspapers in his bed, and he wouldn’t stand 
it./ 

But still, as he always liked to say, he was a free man 
with ^tongue in his head, bold enough to use it on any 
one. His tongue was his freedom. And besides, who did 
they turn to the minute they got in trouble? Who repaired 
things and repaired them p^ectly? Who else was at a 
•given place at the exact moment required? Who summoned 
up unlookpd-for knowledge? That they didn’t love him 
made no difference to him at all. All he wished to be was 
in his small scale omnipotent. 

“Yes,” he said, “I said to Madam Ritter at the time (it 
was the day before the arrest), I said, ‘ Madam, you’ve got 
your money: if 1 was you I’d take the night train; go, as 
they say in America, while the going’s good.’ She said, 
‘ Very well, Fritz, you get the ti^ets. I’ll go to-morrow 
night.’ But it was too late then." 

Mark said wearily, “How did she happen to run into 
Rieger?” For what did all that really matter now? 

“I ran into Mr. Rieger. He was just going into the 
Regina Palace. He knew me right away. We talked for a 
moment, and I said, ‘ Mr. Rieger, Madam Ritter’s here.’ 
‘Is she?’ he said. He seemed very much surprised. ‘I’d 
like to see her,’ he said. So he came and they talked about 
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the house. Then later they went and looked at it and I 
went with them. It’s in bad condition, I must say. It was 
rented out to studios, and the agent scarcely turning a penny 
of it over to Madam. Still, it’s got a big garden, and every 
room painted and decorated and all the bronze doors and 
mouldings and some of the statues even left. Mr. Rieger 
was very enthu^astic. I suppose, by the way, Mr. Mark, 
that he deposited the money?” 

“ Oh, yes, he deposited it. Very smart of him to think 
of that trick, wasn’t it? Or did you think of it?” 

“We both did,” Ffitz said calnily. “I told Madam Ritter 
she couldn’t hope to get the money in America any other 
w^y. Of course, there’s a small sum in the bank here, too, 
the nominal Sale price. I don’t know what’s customary 
to do with money in a case like this. Now that Madam 

Ritter is Well, you might make a claim for it ^d 

get it.” 

“ I don’t want it. What day was she arrested, Ffitz ?” 

“The twentieth of January.” 

“ And how soon after that was the trial ?" 

“I don’t know when it began. Two weeks after her 
arrest I was taken by the Secret Police out of the house where 
I was working. They spent all one night asking questions 
about Madam. I hadn’t a moment’s sleep for twenty-four 
hours. Sort of a third degree, you might say. They gave me 
a black eye and beat me till 1 could hardly stand.” 

Fritz spoke with a cold jocularity, but his eyes gleamed 
with hatred. 

“All the questions they asked me about Madam 1 About 
her life in America, who she knew, what letters she got, 
what she did with her money and how much she appeared 
to have and where it came from.” 

“What did you tell them?” 

“I said I had gone to America with the family over 
twenty years ago and worked for them steadily as long as 
there was money to pay me. I said I got paid less and less. 
And finally I left Madam Ritter’s service in disgust and 
went into business for myself.” 
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He screwed up one eye and looked cimningly at Mark. 

“But I was really too clever for them,” he said, “and 
I’ll tell you why. I knew they wanted me to testify against 
Madam and were really sounding me out to see what I’d 
be likely to say. Very wily, these fellows are. But, then, I 
wasn’t bom yesterday m 5 rself. I gave them the impression 
that Lhad been very put upon by Madam juid had left her, 
dissatisfied with her treatment and the wages received, and 
even ready to get even with her if I got the chance.” 

Mark had never heard Fritz talk so much before, not 
even in his most garrulous moments. What an opportunity 
this wasJ Everything was here, bad news, reproach, the 
stupfdity of others, and his own superior cleverness. His 
eyes gleamed with a frosty animation and sfyly h« laid his 
finger against his nose. 

^ You see, Mr. Mark, I only wanted the chance to testify. 
I knew once I got in court I could give her a clear bill of 
health if any one could.” 

“Did they let you?” 

“Well, yes, they did.” The glow diminished in him a 
little. It was clear that, while the idea had been a good one, 
“it hadn’t worked. “I said all I could, but it was no use. 
You know, how these things are,” he said darkly. “They 
were determined to have it their way.” 

“ It was a secret trial ?” 

“ Yes. I was only there one day, in the forenoon. I got 
the idea that the trial had been going on for several days. 
Well, I said my say, and a few days later they sent for me 
again. Of course, 1 was still in jail, and they told me I 
was free to go if I’d leave the city and keep my mouth shut. 
1 said I’tf like very much to leave the country. My sister 
Minna, you know, is in service- in England, and I thought 
I’d go and stay with her for a while. But they said I wasn’t 
to leave the country imder any circumstances, so I said 
then I’d go down to my brother’s. Then they said to me, 
‘ Madam Ritter has been found guilty and condemned to 
death, and if you don’t want to get into similar trouble 
you’ll keep your mouth shut.’” 

E. 177 


M 



“But the note?” Mark said. 

“Well, at the noon recess as I was leaving I stepped into 
the little room where Madam Ritter was waiting. She had 
said she wanted to speak to me, and she said, in a rather 
theatrical voice she has sometimes, quite loud so it could 
be heard, ‘ Thank you, Fritz. You were always good, Fritz,’ 
she s^d. Then she took my hand in both of hers and ^Upf^ 
the note up my cuff. I had an awful time keeping it there. 
I managed to get it wedged up under my flannel imdershirt. 
Luckily they never searched me before I left.” 

“Why didn’t you* write me yourself?” 

“I didn’t dare do that. Not even before they told me 
not to. And still less afterwards. But I thought if they 
got hold of hbr note they might think it had got out by 
means of someone else.” 

Looking at Fritz, at his face growing each moment more 
familiar, Mark foimd it hard to realize he had been with 
Emmy, had seen and taken actual part in these ^terrible 
moments. Fritz had a gift of reducing all things to a 
common triviality. 

“ How did she seem, Fritz ?” he asked. “ Was she worried ? 
Did she seem frightened?" • 

Fritz shook his head. “She looked pretty bad,” he said, 
very pale. Yellowish, you know. I should say she felt sick. 
She had a pain, I believe, and asked for some aspirin, and 
someone went out and got it for her. She wrote the note 
on the aspirin paper.” 

“ She was sick. She nearly died in prison. They operated 
on her. But they took her out to the camp to do it. I talked 
to the doctor who did it.” 

“Oh," said Fritz. He showed no surprise. Perhaps 
nothing could surprise him* any more. But he also disliked 
to have it appear that he was not completely informed. He 
liked to explain, but he hated to be told. 

“She’s still there,” Mark said. “Did you know that?” 

“No. But I knew she was sick. She wasn’t downed, 
certainly. You know her, sir. When things get bad, she’s 
always veiy excited and gay and what you’d call humorous, 
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and she always says things in an unrestrained sort of way. 
In fact, she said a lot of things at the trial I think she’d 
much better not have said. You can imagine her.” 

Mark smiled wanly. He could imagine her. 

Then Fritz said, “But of course that’s why she’s still 
alive. I was wondering about that.” 

“What do you mean?” • , 

Fritz said soberly, “ I thought about it a good de^, and 
I decided there was no one in the world to do anything 
for Madam Ritter but me. It isn’t as though she’d kept 
all her powerful friends like those ste used to have over 
here, or even those she had in America when we first went 
there. Madam Ritter doesn’t seem to be able to keep im- 
portant friends. It isn’t even as though y*ou, Mr. Mark, 
had become a successful person either. ,And poor Miss 
Sabina, what could she do? No, I said to myself, it’s all 
over, and there’s only one thing I can do. So when the 
police Sold me about the death sentence I asked if I could 
claim the body. That’s allowed sometimes, you know, even 
with criminals. I went from one bureau to another and I 
signed all the papers necessary and got it settled. Of course 
’ they were to notify me. When they didn’t I began to won- 
der. Whatever their faults, they’re usually very exact and 
methodical about such things. So I thought perhaps she 
was very sick, or even that they’d decided to commute the 
sentence.” 

“They haven’t,” Mark said. 

Fritz said slowly, “Well, anyway. Madam Ritter won’t 
be thrown into any prison lime pit. You can rest assured 
of that much.” . 

Then quite suddenly he gave a queer cracked sob, almost 
without changing his exprcssidn, staring straight ahead of 
him. Mark could hardly believe he’d heard it. Then Fritz 
took out a large handkerchief and blew his nose. 

“There’s no doubt they’ll give me the body,” he said. 
His eyes were suddenly inflamed without a tear having 
come from them. 

“What’ll you do then?” Mark said. 
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“I’ll take it to the country. Pll give it decent burial on 
my brother’s place if they’ll allow that. I’d have to have 
a permit for that. If not, in the cemetery. I can get a permit 
for one or the other. This takes a lot of papers. You can’t 
even get bxuied now without a lot of papers.” • 

“But what will your brother do? Will he let you use 
his place?” • 

“He’ll do that for money. He needs it, as I said. I 
haven’t any. But now that you’re here, perhaps you’ve got 
some.” ^ 

“I have,” said Mark, “I’ve got what was deposited in 
America. Enough to do whatever’s necessary. Count on 
me for the money.” 

There was no more for them to say, and suddenly Mark 
yawned ncr/ou#ly. He was shocked by his yawn and 
smothered it. It seemed too natural a thing to do. ‘ 

“The trouble with money,” he said, “is getting enough 
at a time. I’m living on very little, but I can on?y draw 
out so much a day. If we need any large sum at once we’ll 
have to take it at the regular rate of exchange.” 

“It won’t be much,” Fritz said. “We’re all very poor^ 
here. A little goes a long way.” 

They listened to the rain for a moment in silence. Fritz 
sat dejectedly, his pale eyes on the floor, his flabby chin 
pressing into his Humpty Dumpty collar. 

“Yes,” he said finally, “they’ll call me up some time 
between now and Wednesday. Or send me a notification. 

I gave them the address of a friend of mine in town, Ebers, 
who married a niece of mine. He has a cleaning and dyeing 
establishment. I’ll arrange to have a trucl’. The ^offin, of 
course, they’ll supply. If you like I can order a better one, 
with bronze handles, say. And I’ll take it down on the train. 
Then I’ll use my brother’s sledge to haul it to the farm.” 

“Don’t talk about it now,” Mark said. “I can’t stand 
to hear any more now. Come back here to-morrow. No, 
to-night, I mean. It’s Monday already. I’ll have the money 
for you then. I’ll go down with you, of course.” 

“ Of course,” Fritz said, “ when it’s all over they oughtn’t 
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to deny you that. But it might be better if no one knew 
who you were. They don’t want any of these things known, 
i don’t know what they could do, but they might do 
something.” 

“The police already know I’m here and who I am.” 

“Do Aey?” Fritz shifted uneasily in his chair. “Do 
they'haow how you foimd out?” • ^ 

“No, of coiuse not.” 

“I suppose you went straight to the police when you 
got here.” 

“Yes.” 

“They’ll guess it was me.” 

“1 diii’t tell them. Why should they guess? They ctay 
think she has other connections they don’t icnow«bout.” 

Fritz got up again and walked over to,the window and 
hfid back the curtain a crack. 

“So you went straight to the police,” he said. “They 
were surprised, I imagine. Did they hold out any hope?” 

“None at all. I saw a lawyer, too.” 

“Waste of time,” Fritz said. 

Mark, looking at his back, said suddenly, “You can’t 
think of anything else?” 

“What €lse, sir?” 

“ Anything. Some way to get her out now, while she’s 
still alive.” 

Fritz turned around, surprised, and dropped the curtain. 
“Do you mean you and me to try to get her out?” 

“Yes. Who else? There’s no one but us, as you say. But 
you said every one’s poor. Perhaps money would do some^ 
thing.” ^ . , 

“That’s quite impossible,” Fritz said. He didn’t even 
think it over, spoke at once ih a flat, final voice, and he 
looked at Mark with a certain contempt for having thought 
only of the childish thing. 

“Why?” Mark said. “You can always do everything, 
Fritz. You’re the one who always helped us out. Don’t 
you remember you could always do what no one else could ? 
Think of some way to get her out, Fritz.” 

i8i 



Fritz was disturbed. This flattery coming from Mark 
upset his natural calculations. 

“I don’t know what you mean, Mr. Mark.” 

“Think of something,” Mark urged. “It hasn’t occurred 
to you before, all alone and with no money. But I’m hdre 
now to help. And we’ve got money, plenty of mon^ 
We can’t sit back here like this and plan to carry hex out 
dead in a box. With bronze handles. We’ve got to carry 
her out alive, Fritz.” 

Fritz looked at him with startled eyes. He was wondering 
if the strain had been too much for him. Then he crossed 
the room and picked up his shabby overcoat, so old that 
it had belonged to Mark’s father. 

“I’m going'now, Mr. Mark. It’s very late. I’ll have a 
lot to do to-raoyow.” 

“ All right,” Mark said dully. He watched Fritz put bis 
stiff arms into the coat as though his joints ached. 

“I’ll come to-morrow night — ^to-night,” he corrected 
himself. 

“ All right. Come about eleven. I may be out ” 

Fritz hesitated. Perhaps he wanted to say a consoling 
word. He stood looking awkwardly, feeling in his pockets 
for something, a key, or a handkerchief, perhaps. But 
consolation wasn’t in his line. 

“I’ll come to-night at eleven,” he repeated, and he went 
and got his hat, the old Homburg, off the bed. 

“Good-night,” Mark said. 

Fritz went over to the door and Mark followed him. At 
the door they shook hands. Fritz’s hands were cold and 
dry and old. Mark held the door open so ^he could see his 
way among the wicker chairs and tables of the hall. The 
door across from him remahied closed. At the other door 
Fritz felt aroimd for the switch. The outside hall and the 
lift cage sprang into view. He heard Fritz hurrying down- 
stairs. Presently the light clicked off. He closed his door. 

He went over to the window and looked down into 
the rainy, empty street, full of puddles. Fritz appeared, 
his overcoat collar turned up, his hands in his pockets. 
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He scurried head down at an angle across the street. Mark 
could see his pale ears flaring below the brim of his hat. 
He looked like a harried old rabbit making for his hole. 

Mark turned back to his lighted room. But mysteriously 
he felt consoled. Old Fritz was here. Old Fritz, the insolent 
*'md the complaining and the garrulous. It’s hard to live 
dowh * reputation for omnipotence. • , 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


The Goun^ess dreamed a short dream just before she woke 
up. She was on the lawn at Newport, with the thick fog 
coming in. She heard the fog horn from the Brenton Reef 
Lightship bellowing like a disconsolate sea monster. The 
great cedar tree was a flat shape in the mist, the grass was 
vivid and the soles of her slippers, the edges of her long 
wlftte skirts, were damp. She smelled the wetness of every- 
thing. They can’t see me from the Wentworth’s, she thought 
how nice to havf it so foggy. She sat down in a creaking 
tvicker chair. Of course I can’t stay here long, she thought. 

Then there was a man moving around in the mist, 
looking for something. She couldn’t see who he was, but 
he was coming nearer, looking always from side to side 
and on the grass, as though he’d lost something. A dream 
fear came over her suddenly. She watched him circle 
around the cedar tree. The letter box, she thought. He ' 
is looking for the letter box. 

She and Carol Wentworth long ago, ten years old both 
of them, left love notes in the little hollowed hole by the 
third bough. Why did I say love notes? We were only 
children. You had to climb the tree to reach it. He came 
toward her and she saw it was a dark young man. 

It was Leo Mannheim walking toward her. Then it 
was all right. It was Leo and yet it was not qyite Leo. 
He had a peaceful look on his face and when he saw her 
he smiled in a friendly way.*' 

Oh, Leo, she cried, you did come after all. I’m so glad, 
I’m so glad. Leo didn’t answer. He only nodded, still 
smiling, and pointed to something in her lap. It was a 
bunch of violets. Oh, of course, she said, you want the 
violets, and she stood up and pressed them into his out- 
stretched hands, bunches and bunches of violets. There 
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were more and more. She pressed them closer and closer, 
leaning into his arms. 

Juli came with her coflfee and she smiled up at her; 
so happy, she hadn’t wakened like this for years. She sat 
.up and Juli put the tray on her knees. She thought even to 
aapve might destroy it, but the happiness stayed with her. 
Wheh Juli spoke to her she answered with an absent nod. 
She tried to keep remembering the dream, but presently 
it dimmed away. 

She got up, bathed and dressed. ,She began to think 
what she’d have to do to-day. The girls’ studies left her 
free of them during the morning. But there was the food 
to be planned, letters to be answered, and telephone chll 
about the language lessons for the new girl. AJFter lunch 
she would take them to the Historical Museum. 

^ *roward noon she went downstairs. Her drawing- 
room was filled with pale light from high windows, and 
the ol(> needle point chairs bloomed in it, frail, coral 
and green and yellow. On the old white and gold consoles 
the light struck two faience artichokes of turquoise colour. 
Juli had filled the vases with frecsias and narcissi and 
huge sprays of forsythia, and these were reflected in the 
long, dim ‘mirrors. Oh, what a charming room! The 
grey Persian got up from a chair and came to rub against 
her ankles. She moved about, readjusting the flowers, 
pulling some forward, changing the positions of the vases. 

At the window she stopped to look out, and the shapes 
of trees in the sunny mists of the English garden brought a 
little shock of pleasure. Leaning against the window she 
remembqfed the«dream again, not the sequence of it, but 
only the poignant, floating sense of happiness it had left. 
What could it possibly have Ibeen about? She couldn’t 
remember at all, but the memory of the happiness was so 
strong that she experienced it once more, only a little 
less strongly than the first time. 

A bell rang somewhere in the house. She drew back 
uneasily. She could never accustom herself to the sound 
made by a hand as yet unknown. How servants must 
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dislike bells, she thought. But of cotirse it would be nothing, 
a package for one of the girls, the postman. Juli came to 
say it was the General. 

He never came in the morning. He assumed that no 
one knew or could know anything about them. No one , 
treated her in public with greater respect and he was 
proud of never Moing anything, not the slightest thing, 
that might suggest intimacy with her. So, something 
must have happened — something must be wrong. 

He came in, however, quite radiant with good humour, 
freshly shaven and in a sort of ruddy overglow of apparent 
health. The whole room danced for a moment on thc^lass 
of*his monody and only the swollen vein beside it showed 
her that his health, if not his good humour, was an illusion. 

“My dear,” he said, kissing her hand, “I thought Td 
surprise you. Are you very busy? Have you time to see 
me?” 

“ Of course. Sit down. But you never come* in the 
morning. It ts something of a surprise.” 

“ A pleasant one, I hope.” 

“But naturally.” 

He was in uniform and she remembered that this morn-' 
ing he had had to take the visiting Marshal to the airport. 
All day yesterday he had accompanied him on his inspection. 

Then to-day he had got away earlier than he expected. 
He had told her to look for him no sooner than tea-time. 
She guessed that he had made a success with the Marshal and 
that was the reason for his good humour. He was writing 
a book on war, a further application, he told her, of the 
principles of Clausewitz to the late war. iProbably he had 
managed to bring up the subject with the Marshal and 
had succeeded in interesting him. If he had it wouldn’t 
be long before he’d find an excuse to tell her. 

They sat down and he said, “ How nice your room smells. 
Flowers I see. So many of them. May I smoke?” 

“Of course.” 

He lit a cigarette and leaned his head back against the 
chair. He looked like a great cat who has found exactly the 
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right tension for each muscle. He looked across at her under 
his lowered eyelids. “You are flower-like yourself,” he said. 
“I’ve not seen you so blooming in a long time.” 

“I slept well.” 

“But you’re not being very hospitable. Aren’t you 
l^njng to offer me a glass of schnapps ?” 

she reached out for the bell but Juli, wh6 had anticipated 
this, appeared just then with the tray and set it down 
beside him. He looked at Juli with approval. When she 
had left he said, “An excellent servantj Juli, excellent.” 

“You seem very pleased with life this morning,” she 
said. 


“■^hy shouldn’t I be? I’m here with yoi^, and a lot of 
trouble I had to get here too. I got up an hour eariier than 
usual so as to be quite free after he left. I»saw him off at 
ten.* Very tiring it’s been, too.” 

' “I’m sure it has.” 

“All* day yesterday making this inspection! He’s a 
devil for detail. And then the official dinner last night. 
Not a free moment. I hadn’t even a chance to telephone 
you But you didn’t expect it probably. You knew I’d 
De busy all day.” 

“I supposed you would be. How was he? Was he 
boring?” 

“He’s a remarkable man. Remarkable,” he said emphat- 
ically. “It’s the first chance I’ve had to talk to him really 
since the war. Yes, he’s got a great character and great 
power.” 

He waited a moment, listening for her approval. Nothing 
came, an^ he said with a modesty she knew he didn’t feel, 
“We talked a little about the hook. I had the opportimity 
to get some of his ideas and they were most interesting.” 

Still she said nothing. 

The General tapped out his cigarette impatiently. 
“You don’t like him, I suppose?” 

She said, “He’s too fat.” 

“What a frightfully silly thing to say! Of course he’s 
fat. No one can deny that. That has nothing at all to do 
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with what Pre just been saying, which is that he*s a 
powerful and original fellow with a keen mind and a great 
personality.” 

“Is he?” 

“What’s the matter with you, Ruby? Any one would^ 
think you wanted to irritate me. You must remember tharc 
the Marshal sufib'ed terribly during the war.” 

“Didn’t every one? And don’t people ever suffer between 
wars?” 

The General loo^^ed at her with a rebuking gravity. 

“Then there was his wife, you remember,” he said. 
“He adored her. He couldn’t forget her.” 

“ “Not even, with the second?” 

“It’s*not for us to say about that. I think, though, 
that he’s suffered more than most.” 

“Is that why he takes drugs?” 

“He no longer takes drugs ” 

She saw him make an effort to control his irtitation. 
He took a deep breath and smiled, showing all his fine 
strong white teeth. Then he said, “I mean, he’s always 
been a peculiarly sensitive patriot. Some men have a 
special sensibility as patriots, just as others have as lovers. 
Those suffer more.” 

“That makes me quite sick,” she said. 

She couldn’t imderstand herself what made her talk 
like this. She was feeling actually exceptionally well, 
so free from the down dragging dread that was always 
worst in the mornings. No, she didn’t feel any irritation at 
all. Certainly not with him. She was swim ming along in 
a pleasant light-headedness, not thinking fit all of^what she 
said, speaking quite naturally for once. Her naturalness 
was so unfamiliar it made her a little giddy. 

It was he who held back this time and watched hims elf. 
He shut his lips tight, and looking around for something 
to handle, saw the grey cat curled up beside his chair. He 
reached down and rubbed it expertly behind the cars. The 
cat half-closed its eyes and purred. With his other hand he 
took a long swallow of schnapps, put down the glass care- 
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fully, and as though on purpose turned his head to the best 
angle, so that the light brought out the Roman emperoi 
modelling of his nose and forehead and lips. He relaxed 
into beauty, he and the cat together, both of them looking 
at her with heavy, dreamy eyes. 

* ^ “ Well,” he said, “ and what did you do ? Were you bored 
yeslfcrday?” » ^ 

It was just as though the bell rang again in the house 
and her well-being was gone in one startled leap of the 
heart. Nervous and alert, she thought, I oughtn’t to have 
put him in a bad humour. 

“No, as a matter of fact,” she said, “I wasn’t.” 

“So? How did you manage to amuse yourself?” » 

“ Well, in the morning I took the girls td chusch. The 
Cardinal was there.” , 

“The old fooll Did he say anything?” 

/ “Not much. We came back by the Garden and had a 
coffee, and there 1 met Bob and Lotte, who had tickets 
for the concert.” 

She knew him so well that though not a muscle flickered 
and his eyes didn’t change, she saw exactly what was in 
•his mind. Why he’d come and what he was going to say. 
How stupid, and how dangerous, for both of them, that 
she hadn’t taken the trouble to see it before. Of course 
Boh and Lotte had been talking to him. But when had 
they had a chance to see him? At the airport, of course. 
Bob was leaving for the north. When they brought her 
home last night he said he hadn’t decided whether to fly 
or go by train. But probably he’d flovm. And at the airport, 
seeing Kurt thepe, especially seeing him with the great 
man, he*and Lotte would certainly find an excuse to join 
him. But then, perhaps Bob Went by train after all, and 
Kurt knew nothing. No, it was wasting time to pretend 
that. She’d much better concentrate on how to smooth 
it all out, make it seem unimportant and even wearisome 
and banal. 

“Did they offer to take you?” 

“Where?” 
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“Why, to the concert of course. You seem to be still 
half asleep my dear.” 

“Yes, they did. But I don’t care terribly for them.,. I 
thought they’d spoil the music for me.” 

“You didn’t go then?” 

“Yes, I went. I went with an American friend of miijiS' 
who turned up rather unexpectedly.” 

“llow very nice! And did the American friend not 
spoil the music?” 

“ No. But he wasn’t as much of a musician as I’d thought. 
It’s a mistake to go \o a concert with any one who doesn’t 
care for music. This was simply a young man I met once 
in New York. Probably Bob and Lotte told you. V/e all 
met outside afterward and Bob and Lotte brought me home.” 

“The yo\m^man is visiting here?” 

“I suppose so. I ran into him quite by accident and he 
asked me to tea and then we went to the concert. I don’t 
expect to see him again. I rather hope I don’t.” * 

“That would be too bad. You don’t often see your 
American friends. Why not see him again?” 

What if he should ask his name? Should she make up 
one for him? What name? And wasn’t it really just an* 
odious habit, all this dread and timid scampering about ? 

“I don’t really think there would be any point in seeing 
him again,” she said. “He’s leaving anyway.” 

“Too bad,” he said. “I see the fellow would have done 
better to be a musician. You used to be always picking 
up musicians. I’ll never forget the long-haired viola player 
you found who was going to write the great symphony.” 
He laughed amiably. “What a bore he turned out to be!” 

“Yes, didn’t he?” She smiled and dropped he/ eyes and 
sat silent. • 

He shifted around in his chair and laughed again, 
presumably still thinking of tlie viola player. Then he 
took a drink of schnapps. 

“Well,” he said teasingly, “we won’t talk any more of 
your American. I didn’t come to talk about him anyway. 
As a matter of fact, I came to suggest so m et hing . I want 
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to get away for a whUe. I had the most fearful headache 
all day yesterday. Asprin wouldn’t touch it. Even to-day 
Eye got some of it. It’s nothing serious, just that I’ve been 
working too hard. I thought Td take a week’s leave.” 
■~Gone for a week. She looked up, trying to show quick 
iffudety and regret. “That’s too badl” she exclaimed. “Are 
yoTS*SolIowing your regime? I suppose with official dinners 
you couldn’t. Do be careful, Kurt.” * 

She laboured her voice into a show of concern, but her 
heart was lightening again, rising like a balloon. She shot 
a sidelong look to the window. A Idvely day, and what 
was that other thing that had made her so happy? 

“T thought I’d go to Kitzbuhl for a we^,” he said. 
“You remember that little Golden Goose Inn where we 
had such a wonderful day once?” 

“Of course I remember it,” she said tenderly, only 
tldnking in a skimming, hurried way of the day he spoke 
of. It had been a wonderful day, but she was going to be 
released from such days for a week and for a whole week 
would be free and empty and light of heart. “Of course 
I remember it,” she repeated. 

“ He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the chair 
arms. He adjusted his monocle so as to see her more clearly. 

“As I came here,” he said, “a brilliant idea struck me. 
I said to myself, I must get away all right. That’s obvious. 
But why go alone? Why can’t Ruby come with me?” 

Never before had he suggested such a thing. Always it 
had been he who was careful, who reminded her of how 
easily they might be compromised and what the con- 
sequences of tha^ would be. 

“Why, you mtist be mad!” she exclaimed. “You and 
I can’t go away anywhere together.” 

“Why not? No one need see us. You could go by train, 

I by car. You stay at the Golden Goose, I stay somewhere 
else. We had a day there once more or less by accident. 
Why not have seven?” 

“ I can’t leave the girls,” she said. 

“Get someone to stay with them.” 

191 



“Who?” 

“Any one. There must be a dozen people you could 
get.” 

“Only Bertha would do it.” 

“Get Bertha then.” 

“But when are you leaving?” 

“J'o-morrowt Tuesday.” 

“I can’t possibly get Bertha by then.” 

“You sound, my dear, like a wild little hen being chased 
from corner to comer of the barnyard. Come, it’s not so 
serious. Telegraph th Bertha.” 

“ She couldn’t get here for three days. You know how 
Bartha is. She’ll never leave home u^ess all the bhreau 
drawers dare iA order 1 And maybe she won’t come at all. 
If you weren’t going so soon I If you could wait a while ” 

“I can’t wait.” He got up and came over and stood 
behind her chair. He put his hands around her neck ai.d 
drew her head back against him. 

Aunt Medora had said once, “Pick a man for character, 
my dear, and for mutual compatibility. Physical love 
doesn’t last.” What did Aunt Medora know about it? 
And what is physical love anyway? Her husband she had 
picked for compatibility and because of admiration and 
respect. But Kurt and she had picked each other almost 
altogether for what Aunt Medora called physical love, 
and it had outlasted everything. After fifteen years it was 
all that remained. Long ago their minds had begun to 
distrust each other, each had turned insensitive and finally 
blind to nearly everything that flourished in the other. 
In their dislike they used all they rcm'*mbered of each 
other only to inflict pain, but still their love went on. 
Like the cycle of the seasotos it continually renewed itself, 
whether the year had been good or bad or drought or 
pestilence had come. It was for both of them a yoke and a 
perpetual renewal. And since they knew now by experience 
how vital it was they took every chance with it, treating 
it roughly and without concern. Wasn’t it imperishable? 
So imperishable, she thought, that it does no harm to hate 
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him for a while, or to be indifferent to him for a whole 
week and to be alone and not to think of him. But that 
was to be impossible this time. 

“ Let’s go up to the cotmtry then,” he said. He dropped 
the monocle from his eye, leaned over and pressed his 
oiieek against her knot of hair. “ Let’s go up to the country 
hou^. Take your precious girls with you> I’ll stay at the 
Inn. I’ll ski all day. It’ll do me good. Let’s leave at once.” 

“You mean to-night?” 

“To-night or to-morrow. Pd better leave to-morrow 
and you to-night. You’ll do that?” 

“Why, yes,” she said slowly, “I can manage that. I’ll 
tell tKe girls it’s the last of the sU-ing. It will be, too.” * 

“You promise?” he said it in her ear. “^ou promise?" 

“ Of course.” , 

He kissed her ear and then straightened up. 

' “I’d better go,” he said, “It’s nearly lunch time.” 

“Will you stay for lunch?” 

“ I’d better not, especially if I am to appear up in the 
country. You’re not worried about that, are you? They 
need hardly see me up there.” 

“I think we ought to be very careful,” she said sharply. 
“After all, they’re my living.” 

“We’ll be careful. But you do want this week, don’t 
you ?” 

“Of course I do.” 

She stood up too. As they walked to the door he stopped 
her in the middle of the room, and first looking toward 
the door, put her arms around her and kissed her. The kiss, 
smelling^a little of schnapps, had to her who knew him so 
well a temion and reserve. He shouldn’t have kissed her if 
he wished to hide these. But it' didn’t matter. She would 
go to the country with him and they would have what was 
as necessary to their lives as bread and air and water. But 
they wouldn’t be happy. She couldn’t remember when 
they had stopped knowing happiness. Perhaps happiness 
was too delicate and it demanded a sort of purification 
that could only be had now on the edge of sleep. 
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In the hall Juli waited, holding out his overcoat. As 
he put his arms in the sleeves he said calmly, “ Oh, by the 
way, your American friend couldn’t be that yoimg Ritter 
boy by any chance?” 

She stared at him and couldn’t say a word. Juli stepped 
back to open the door and held his cap in her hand waiting. 
He took his gloves from his pocket and put them on slbwly. 

“What does he call himself? Not the mother’s name. 
The father’s I suppose, but I can’t remember it. But of 
course, it couldn’t be he. I don’t imagine you’d know any 
one like that.” * 

He took his cap from Juli and said, “An awfully funny 
rtory about that young man. I was talking to Rudi' about 
him. You know he came to see Rudi about his mother, 
but of course Kjiidi wouldn’t tell him a word about what was 
to happen. And by the way, if he is your young man you’d 
better not tell him either. Well, anyway, as I was saying, 
this Madame Ritter as I remember her looked tc me like 
a rather handsome boy. That’s one reason I didn’t like 
her. And now, Rudi tells me the son looks like a rather 
handsome girl, rather silky and sensitive — you know — 
well, it seems he made advances to Rudi.” Kurt laughed. 
“Yes, actually. Rudi told me so himself. And the joke 
is — Rudi repulsed him” He took her icy hand and kissed 
it. “Until to-morrow then.” 

He went down the steps to his waiting car and Juli 
closed the door after him. 

She walked slowly back to the drawing-room. She 
went over to the desk and stood looking down at the papers 
on it. There would be a lot to do if she was to get off 
to-night. She must telephone ahead to have ^e house 
warmed, order food, and*' remember to speak of drying 
the sheets thoroughly. And the language teacher would 
have to be called up again. And as she was dining with 
Margaret to-morrow she’d have to call her too. And there 
would be very little time to think of much else. 

The old sickness and fear were making her tremble 
again. Her head ached. And this time it was much worse, 
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the room as she looked arotmd it seemed to change, it was 
darkened by something that flowed out from herself and 
■the things in the room were hurtful and alive, more alive 
than she or than Kurt. 

Only one thing in it made a refuge. The desk was 
blond, satiny wood and in the centre of it was a little 
circular space with ebony columns and nfirrors. It l«oked 
like a tiny baroque hall of reception with inlaid floors. 
By pressing a button the recess turned and another recess 
came to light. She loved it because ^it was like the tiny 
places in fairy tales. Looking at it she wanted now to 
become tiny, to look into the mirrors, to pirouette once, 
to press the button, to turn behind the e^ony column, 
and to vanish. * 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


The day after the doctor had talked to Emmy was Sunday. 
He didn’t '•ome that day. After all, she thought, it’s Sufiday, 
a man must have some rest. And besides, she thought, 
I’m so much better. There’s nothing he can do for me. 

But Monday mo^ng he didn’t come either. All mom* 
ing she kept turning her eyes toward the door. At each 
soimd in the hall she was quite still so as to listen, but no 
one came in. ^ 

It wSs a fair, slightly misty, spring day after the rain 
that had fallen* all the night before. The sky through the 
window was pale blue. It was a day for strolling along 
the streets, looking in shop windows and taking a glass of 
beer in the Palace Gardens, or for a drive somei/here in 
the country, smelling the new sap and picking a bunch 
of snowdrops to put in the hat. 

“It’s a lovely day, Anna,” she said. “Can you see what 
a lovely day it is?” 

But Anna was much worse. During the night she had 
had another hemorrhage, a bad one, and now she lay 
on her back, her eyes closed, and only once or twice did 
she speak in a faint whisper. She seemed now to be asleep. 

“How do you feel, Anna?” Emmy asked her, but she 
didn’t answer. When their noonday soup came she only 
turned away her head. “You’d better eat it,” Hermann 
said. She stood looking down at Anna, then she ^shrugged 
and took it away again. 

After noon the sky suddenly clouded over and in the 
middle of the afternoon it began to rain again. The narrow 
room grew so dark Emmy could barely see to the other 
bed. The sheets and blankets were damp and great patches 
of damp appeared on the walls. She was so cold she couldn’t 
even doze as she usually did in the afternoon. She lay 
listening to the cold, heavy spring rain. Because of the 
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r ain there wasn’t the stamp of men’s feet exercising in the 
outside yard, but once an automobile came in a great 
hurry. Hermann talked to someone for quite a while out 
in the hall. 

Suddenly Emmy said aloud, “Well, he’s gone back on 
me." 

Now she had said it, it didn’t seem so bad really. Xhete 
was so short a time before the end that perhaps it didn’t 
matter. She knew now how much he had helped her. 
He alone of the people who had been with her at the trial 
and of those in the prison had been willing to let her feel 
like a human being. Even when they were not physically 
cruel ’they were destroying a portion of her humanit^. 
She could stand up to them, but still, they tad power to 
damage her irreparably. Their own descent dragged her 
too ‘ far, no matter how she held herself. But the doctor 
wasn’t like that, and if he wasn’t here now he had helped 
her to k«ep intact what was necessary for the end. 

There was still the end to be gone through. So as to be 
strong and prepared she began to go over it all in her mind 
as it would be. I’m asleep, she thought. I’m dozing, and 
*it’s very early, before daybreak. And suddenly I hear voices 
down the hall and I wake up with fear, certainly with 
dreadful fear, and the first thing I think is: it’s here. 
Someone will come in and say. It’s time, but I’ll already 
have said it to myself. It will be very dark and very cold 
and I get up and am dressed. What was I wearing when I 
came here? The brown suit — so then I put on the brown 
suit. Hermann helps me put it on and Anna lies there and 
^watches me with. frightened and pitying eyes, not saying 
anything. And then two people take my arms and I walk. 
Perhaps the doctor is one of th&n. He holds my arm and 
I walk. I walk — ^how far must I walk ? 

Not to be able to see a detail clearly worried her. She 
tried to imagine the corridor outside the room, the othor 
rooms. But she had been carried in unconscious. She 
didn’t know what it was like outside this room. Anyway, 
there’ll b« a car waiting. 
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Black leather seats. They’ll pull the blinds down. 
There’ll be the damp, musty smell of taxis. No one will 
speak. The noise of the car starting in the cold and a smell 
of gasoline. As it goes out Anna will hear it. She’ll say, 
“There she goes, there she goes. Poor Emmy!” 

I’ll feel a little car sick, so early in the morning and 
witjjput breakfast. And cold of course, horribly "cold. 
Somewhere at that time Mark and Sabina will be having 
breakfast. No, not breakfast; what am I thinking of? 
There’s the difference in time. What is the difference in 
time, five hours, plus one? or two? Make it six hours. 
It’ll be the night before. Or is that right? 

' But maybe Sabina’s already in the West. And Inaybe 
Mark went With her. Anyway, at some time, perhaps just 
now, he’s sayii^, “ You know she hates to write.” 

“But she always does, or she sends cables or telegrams. 
She’s not just silent like this.” 

“But they probably censor the mails. And sometimes 
the concierges don’t mail them: they steal the stamps.” 

Do you think anything could have happened? 

They’ll look at each other and be afraid to say it. 

Well, anyway. I’m in the car. I’ll know when we reach' 
town because there will be more cars passing. The horn will 
blow more often and we’ll make stops for the lights. Are 
the lights on that early ? It’s a good thing there’s no seeing 
out of the windows. I might see a house I knew, one I had 
a happy time in once, or just one that was very familiar 
to me, or perhaps mother’s house. I might see ^e garden 
with all the trees bare and the window of my room, with 
the masque carved above it, the masquCaWith soot in the 
eyes and the corners of the lips — ^no, I wouldn’t* want to ' 
see that. *■ 

No one’ll speak to me in the car and I mustn’t try to 
say anything. It would be the wrong thing certainly. 
Better to sit very quiet, and perhaps I might ask for a 
cigarette. A cigarette goes with an execution. They always 
ask for a cigarette. And someone gives it to them — 
solemnly , 
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But then here we are. I get out and take a step or two 
on the wet pavement. It’ll still be raining. I hope so. I 
•couldn’t bear a lovely spring dawn. No, it must be raining. 
And so then a door closes — and then what? 

Then what? I don’t know. But I must — I must make 
it up. I must live it now and die it now and have it over 
with. But I really don’t know how I wil> feel. It’s always 
the thing you can’t imagine that happens. Will the doctor 
stay with me? Will they put a handkerchief over my eyes? 
Will it take very long? Oh — what was that other thing 
I was trying to think of? 

Late in the afternoon Emmy fell asleep, but even in her 
sleep* she was conscious of horror and of cold in all her bc/dy 
that was a part of the horror. • 

She opened her eyes and the doctor stood over her. She 
could hardly see him because of the staring light bulb 
behind his head. It hung down on a cord into the centre 
of the coom and it had no shade. Outside the cold rain 
was still falling and the window was quite dark. She 
turned over on her back trying to see his face against the 
light. “It must be late,” she said, “I’m freezing.” 

He spoke sharply to Hermann, who waited in the door, 
“You will get a hot-water bottle,” he said, “and have it 
good and hot, too. And an extra blanket. Two extra 
blankets.” 

“ But doctor ” 

“You do as I say,” he said. “If this woman dies do you 
know what I’ll do? I’ll say you let her die on purpose. To 
escape execution. I’ll tell them how friendly you’ve always 
been.” , 

“Friendly!” 

“Yes. Always giving her Httle attentions.” 

“But doctor, it’s you ” 

“I heard a phonograph in the canteen as I came by.” 
His voice was high and angry, “Where do you get a thing 
like that? Who gives you so much money? Is it Madam 
Ritter? I think you’ve been accepting bribes.” 

“Thou dear God!” Hermann exclaimed. 
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“Two blankets and a hot-water bottle, 1 said, and keep 
it hot all night, too.” 

With a loud groan Hermann went out. 

Against the light the doctor’s hair was tousled and 
little drops of water shone on it. 

“You’ve been in the rain,” she said. “Did you walk 
hereJJ* • 

“Not here. But I’ve been walking. I suppose in the 
rain.” 

“You didn’t come this morning, or yesterday either.” 

“I had other thin|;s to do. I have to have some time to 
myself, don’t I?” 

* “ ■^at’s the matter to-day ?” she said. ‘ 

“Why,shou^d anything be the matter?” 

“YoAir voic^ has changed. You sound nervous and 
excited. You’re always so calm.” 

“No, I’m all right. And how are you? That cretin 
would let you die of pneumonia.” • 

“I’m all right, too, I suppose. But I’m cold. You try 
so hard to save me, don’t you? You’ve been good. I was 
thinking before I went to sleep how good you’ve been. 
You have saved me in a way, too. You’ve helped me to die 
intact.” 

“Don’t let’s talk about it,” he said. “There isn’t any 
use talking about it now.” 

He sat down on the edge of the bed. His hands fell 
rigidly to his sides. She could feel the tension of his body 
along the bed. It’s hard on him too, she thought: a decent 
fellow, really a romantic fellow. 

The white, cruel light fell on his face apd all its peaked, 
flying lines were sharpened. ‘ 

“ Anna’s much worse,” shb said. “ She had a hsemorrhage 
last night.” 

“I know. I looked at her before you woke up.” 

Emmy looked over at Anna lying with her closed eyes 
that idade bluish hollows in her face. 

“I thought she was going to die last night.” 

“ She won’t live long,” he said. 
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“How long?” 

“ Maybe only a few hours.” 

.. “Poor Annal” She looked at her and felt ready to cry. 
But it didn’t matter about Anna either. Everything comes 
to it in the end. “I want you to know,” she said, “that 
I don’t really mind it now. Hardly at all. I feel as though 
it had already happened, and as though m]^ children alijeady 
knew about it, and as though the tiny break that I’ll make 
aroimd me is already filling up.” 

“ Would you like to see a priest?” he asked. 

“Why shotild I see a priest? You* know I’m not very 
religious. I can die without one. It’s raining very hard, 
isn’t it? I hope it keeps on. No, Bach and Leonardo add 
Spinoza have all died, haven’t they?” * * 

“And so have a host of criminals and idipts.” 

'‘Yes, I was going to say that. The consciousness of 
being Spinoza and the consciousness of being a criminal 
comes tp an end. And the consciousness of being Emmy 
Ritter will stop too. That’s all there is to it.” 

He watched her intently, as a physician watches, but 
also as the young man had kept her faded photograph. He 
* leaned closer and took her wrist. 

She went on dreamily, “I guess you’re right about that 
separate value we think we have. It doesn’t seem to stand 
up very well at the end. But just the same, I still want to 
go on being conscious of my separate consciousness, even 
if it hasn’t let me ever learn the rules, even if it has only 
thickened the mystery.” 

His whole attention was on her pulse and he seemed to 
^be listening to it ;as though it spoke for her. 

She said, “If I were God and making a creature like 
myself I’d give him an eternal life. It would be a conscious 
life of the spirit with a little of the earthly love and joy 
I’ve learned here thrown in. And I’d let him find out about 
it somehow in advance. I might make it hard but I’d let 
him know. That’s why we’d like to make a God who’d 
do that for us, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” he said absently, his fingers tightening. 
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“And so that let’s that out, I suppose. It’s too much 
what children want. But it’s curious that we can bear to 
live all our lives never really hoping, isn’t it? For a long 
time I’ve had to live as though that kind of God didn’t 
exist.” 

“I never think about God,” he said. 

“^o? He’s disappointed you too, hasn’t he? But it can 
all be understood if you take it for once and all as a hopeless 
battle. Candide asked why the world was made and Martin 
answered, ‘To infuriate us.’ But then, that’s too easy, 
too ” 

“Yes, it’s too easy.” 

' “Evil and death are too easy to explain. Even ‘Bach, 
Leonardo an<f Spinoza, even the sudden, heightened con- 
sciousness. Peqple try to make the kind of God they want, 
and those men made the kind of consciousness they wanted. 
But there’s still something left to explain. Something 
small and maybe not important. Why is Anna ^ gentle 
and patient and un-hating? Why are you so kind to me 
here? -Those are the things I can’t explain. And you can’t 
either.” 

“ Don’t always keep trying to explain,” he said roughly, ' 
letting her wrist fall. “It can’t matter to you any more.” 

“ Well,” she said with a faint smile, “ it matters for about 
thirty-six hours.” 

He got up and stood looking down at her and his eyelids 
lifted vrith a flickering, indecisive notion. Suddenly he 
turned and went to his black bag which he left always 
on the cane-bottomed chair by the door. He bent over it 
and opened it slowly and stood looking jnto it. His back 
was turned to her and for a long time he stood absolutely* 
immobile. * 

Then she heard him tapping one of the bottles with his 
finger. Suddenly he made his decision, snatched up his bag 
and turned around. He came back to her bed and she was 
startled by the change in him. His eyes were shining with 
a bald, wild elation. 

He said, “Now, Madam Ritter, I’ve told you that I want 
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to make things as easy for you as I can, and I have something 
here that’ll produce a complete relaxation of nerve tension. 
.J want you to take it.” 

She watched him fumble in the bag for what he wanted. 
“I think you need it,” she said. “ But I’ll take it. What is it. 
a shot in the arm?” 

“No, it’s taken by mouth. A tablet.” He held k up. 
“I want you to take one now and one every three hours. 
You have no watch, but you can more or less guess at the 
time. ” He took out his watch and looked at it. “ Six o’clock,” 
he said. Then he lifted her head suddenly and' put the 
tablet between her lips. She swallowed it obediently and 
lay back. * 

“One every three hours,” he repeated, “bo you under- 
stand ?” He dropped the remaining tablets into an envelope. 
“I’ll slip this under the mattress,” he said, “so Hermann 
won’t see it. She’s such a fool.” 

Ilis^yes, which ordinarily looked so directly, evaded 
her. He bent his head so she only caught the glisten of 
them. 

“What are you doing?” she asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

“ What are you doing ?” she repeated. 

“Will you do as I say?” 

She watched him, more and more troubled. He didn’t 
seem to be the young man she had known before and on 
whom she had begun to depend. As he straightened up 
she saw his eyes and he made her think suddenly of a young 
man she had seen once who, for a reason she cotildn’t 
remember, had gone into a lion’s cage, someone connected 
with a circus perhaps, but he seemed to be an amateur of 
lions. His eyes, blue like the'doctor’s, had been shining 
with an almost drunken look of relief— yes, as though he 
were making a direct personal test of himself, so headlong 
that he felt only exquisite relief. 

Am I imagining this, she thought as he stood again in 
his stiff attitude by her bed, what does one really ever see 
looking .at another’s face? It’s nonsense to suppose one 
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sees anything. Another explanation will always do just as 
well. What do I really know of him? 

“I wish I knew why you want me to do this," she said. 
“Is it a drug to deaden things for me?” 

He put his hand up and pressed the skin of his forehead 
back and forth. 

“ Can’t you leive this to me ?” he said. “ You’ve made the 
sort of life you wanted, broken laws when you thought it 
was necessary. Now you let me make the sort I want.” 

“I think you’re upset,” she said. “You don’t seem 
yourself.” 

“Well, it doesn’t matter now, does it? Will you take 
thbse tablets or won’t you?” 

“I suppose I will.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 

“ Does it mean so much to you ?” 

“Yes, it does. See here,” he said, taking her roughly by 
the arm. She looked at his fingers pressing into her loose, 
sunken skin. They were reddened by many scrubbings, 
strong and lean. His wrist started from his sleeve and the 
sharp wristbone made her remember Mark’s tliin young 
arms when he was a gangling boy. “See here. You’ve 
told me to be a man. To think and act for myself. Now 
I’m doing it. I’ve been in prison too. This is prison for 
me as much as it is for you. Now I tell you this; I don’t 
choose to have you die on that scaffold. Is that enough?” 

She slackened her arm so he let it go. She looked up 
into his blue, sparkling eyes. “Are you killing me?” she 
wliispered. 

“Shut up,” he said. “Here comes Hermann.” , 

She came stumping in with two blankets over her arm 
and a hot -water bottle. Tlie doctor took the bottle from 
her and felt it. He put it inside the covers next to Emmy’s 
side and Hermann spread the blanket. 

“It’s my own bottle,” Hermann said. “There weren’t 
any others.” 

“You remember what I told you,” he said bullyingly, 
“Warm all night, see? That means you keep awake if 
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necessary, and I don’t care how you do that. A fine business 
it’ll be for you if they come here Wednesday morning and 
you have to say, ‘ I let her die. She’d rather die here than 
there, so I let her have her way.’” 

He went on scolding her. When Emmy was tucked in 
he picked up his bag. “Scream for her if you want any- 
thing,” he said. He pointed his finger St Hermaniu and 
Hermann turned and scuffled off down the hall. 

“Good-night, Madam Ritter,” he said. He closed his 
bag with a snap. “I’ll be back sometime to-morrow.” 
He gave her a brisk salute, clicked his* heels, and went out. 

Emmy lay still. The rain poured against the pane and 
it w& quite dark outside, but the room was full of shaS'p 
edges in the light of the dectric bulb, and ste was getting 
warm again. • 

So it was to be this way. It was to be this death. Coming 
slowly. Loosening one by one each tight-drawn band. 
All alone — no brutal eyes or hands — no crystal sharp world 
and its indifference— gently, in a warm bed — ^frightened, 
if that must be, but free to be frightened unashamed — 
wrapped only in what was most comforting (let tears soak 
down if they must) — ^knowing so surely that among these 
people was at least one friend. One man courageous and 
clean of all cruelty — God save them for the sake of one just 
man — yes, at the last he had given the best of all. Hope. 
It’s all that can be asked. To die hoping. 

She felt no effect from the tablet she’d taken. She spent 
what seemed three hours waiting for it to begin, but nothing 
happen^. Then she felt under the mattress, got another 
out and swallowed it. 

Hermann had forgotten t& turn out the light. She 
forgot it even when quite late she came in with hot soup. 
She was in an ugly mood because she had been frightened. 
She pushed Emmy up in bed and stood with her arms on 
hv hips watching her dip the black bread slowly and 
tremblingly lift the spoon to her mouth. Emmy was 
hungry*- She felt quite well and himgry. 
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“Doesn’t Anna get any?” she asked. 

Anna hadn’t stirred. 

“No hot food for her,” Hermann said. “She’ll begin to 
bleed again.” 

“She hasn’t had any all day.” 

“You stop trying to run this place,” Hermann said in 
a loud voice. “Fll do what I think’s right, see?” 

Emmy kept still. She ate her soup and Hermann took 
away the plate. Contrary to regulations she left the light 
on. 

Emmy felt no (drowsiness or dullness at all. On the 
contrary she felt better than she had since coming to the 
pHson, almost exhilarated. She wanted to talk to someone; 
to Anna* “Anna,” she whispered. “How do you feel?” 

Anna openad her eyes and Emmy saw the whites of 
them turning in her head. They were glazed and unseeing. 
She seemed to listen but she couldn’t answer. 

In a moment Emmy whispered again, “Anna,«are you 
better?” and this time she di^’t stir. Her breathing was 
so faint it was like a feather lifting in a faint draught. It 
couldn’t be heard over the noise of the rain outside. She 
seemed to be suffering no pain. If she was dying now it 
was so peacefully that it came also gently to the beholder. 
And who could doubt that Anna, too, was better oft'? 

As she ebbed there imperceptibly Emmy began even 
against her will to feel more and more alive. Yes, with 
Anna dying and herself dying too she felt indifferent to 
their deaths. She felt a mounting energy growing. It 
seemed irresistible. Her blood began to flow quickly 
and her breath to come fast and strong. She felt she^couldn’t « 
stay in bed. A vivid nervousness itched in her. To be 
moving, to throw off this ihactivity, to get up, to go down 
the hall for instance, or to bend over Anna and see if she 
was cold 

She lifted her covers to get up but her heart gave a 
leap and a trembling weakness seized her all over. She 
fell back hugging the hot-water bottle, stilling the sudden 
chill that had struck her. 
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After all, she couldn’t move. She was not really strong. 
But once quiet the illusion of energy began to rise in her. 

4hall I think of the end again? She tried to. But no 

Her mind wandered from it. As though she had years to 
live she began to make plans. What they might do with that 
money, where they’d go, how they’d live. 

Arizona certainly. She remembered a'one night %tand 
in Tucson. Lying here with the cold rain on the window 
and the damp smell of plaster and whitewash filling the 
room, she remembered desert air, diy and tinselled with 
light. She remembered hills, blue and jewel-like against 
the sky in the mornings and evenings. The desert she’d 
only ’seen from a train and over town roof tops, from* a 
hotel window, but now it stretched around *her, 4 )ale flesh 
colour, full of little dry plants, precisely shaped like coral 
and starfish. The deserts of the Persian miniatures. Was 
there a gazelle, bent like an arrow, looking at her out of 
a humaa eye? No, there were no gazelles in Arizona. 

But she was riding on a spotted horse, red and white. 
And beside her Mark, beautiful under a big grey hat, with 
his painting kit strapped behind the saddle, rode with her 
’ into the pink sand. Sabina in the sun watched them go. 
To Sabina they would presently return. They were close 
together again in their own circle, as they had always 
been and must be. She thought she heard a cock crow, a 
sudden sound of joy. 

Am I going to sleep? Am I a little feverish, a little 
delirious? Then I’ll be entirely practical. One has to live 
in Arizona. One has to eat. One can’t eat gazelle’s meat 
, and the red flowers of cacti. But in a state of freedom we 
can each do what we were made to do, and I, for instance, 
can act. There will certainly b& a theatre there. I mean, a 
theatre in a barn or in a tent or in a school auditorium. 
We’ll put on plays. I’ll take the young men and girls 
with arms they can’t control and voices they can’t hear 
and I’ll stretch them out like taffy and make them flexible 
and let them listen to their voices. And the plays will be 
only gay and new and without meanness. Mark can paint 
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the scenes and Sabina shall dress them. Is this practical 
or is this a dream? Because I lie here it must be a dream, 
but in another place it would be only the solidest practicalityi 

All night she lay under the staring bulb, half asleep, 
half awake, but thinking only of life, never again of death. 
When she remembered she took a tablet. 

Toward morhing Hermann came, pufiy-eyed, her whole 
face swollen with sleep. She wore a flannel dressing-gown 
like a man’s and she looked, with her short, straight blond 
hair, like a prize-fi|;hter leaving the ring after a bad 
bout. Emmy burst into a gay, nervous laugh at the sight 
of her. Hermann had come with a fiesh hot-water bottle, 
ahd to turn off the light. As she put the bottle against her 
she looked curiously at her. 

“ What’s funny ?” she asked. “ Why do you laugh ?” 

Emmy said nothing. She’d already forgotten Hermann. 
She was rehearsing a play that hadn’t yet been written, so 
it was a little difficult to imagine properly. But it didn’t 
matter because she knew what was supposed to be in it. 
It was full of a special atmosphere of gaiety and joy. The 
people in it all one by one discovered that a thing they had 
for a long time wished to be true did really exist. Was it a 
treasure they had made a legend about, and then was it 
really fotmd? Or what was it? At the end of the play a 
cock crowed. But she went to sleep, into deep sleep without 
any dreams. 

She only half-wakened when her coffee came in the 
morning. She sipped it, lying on her side and drowsing. 
She heard voices and knew that two people were talking 
about Anna. Mechanically she slipped the last tablet into 
her mouth and swallowed it. 

Some time after she lay in a half consciousness, not 
knowing whether it was day or night and then something 
began. Outside she thought at first, but no, then it was 
inside. Deeply inside. A break in the rhythm, a lapse, 
the breath stopping, then going on again. In the muscles, 
through the veins, a sudden and awful pause, then the 
renewal, hurried, breathless with panic. 
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What's happening to me? 

She sat up, and at once she began to vomit violently. 

*. “Hermann I” she screamed, “ Hermann 1” 

She had forgotten her real name, but her cry was hoarse 
and strong. She leaned over the side of the bed, retching 
on to the floor. 

“Come!” she cried. * • 

She looked across and saw Anna’s bed was empty. 

Anna's dead. 

Blind terror seized her. She caught her temples in her 
hands, holding back her long black hair. She vomited 
again and again and her heart leaped up in her with 
each wrenching. The sweat broke out |11 over her 
body. • 

When she lay back at last on the bed she knew it was 
here. No tise lying very still when the seat of life was 
actually crumbling. She knew it was here before she heard 
the mants voice. Not the doctor, not her doctor at least. 
The other one that came sometimes to Anna and gave her 
only a prying look as he went by. He was quite old, a 
jirisoner himself, with dull, peering eyes. His lower jaw 
sometimes shook. He held her wrist now and his sharp, 
senile fingers pinched her flesh. 

“ Heart block,” he said, and Hermann on the other side 
of the bed, creaking in her starched dress, said in a frightened 
gust, “Then I must call him. He came and went this 
morning while she was asleep. He’ll be furious but it’s 
not my fault, is it? I’ve done all I could. You’ll tell him 
It’s not my fault, please, doctor.” 

^ “You^couldn’odo anything,” the doctor said. “Better 
call him.” 

“Oh, but he’ll be so angry! \vill she die, doctor?” she 
said reproachfully. “He said her heart was so strong,” 

The doctor leaned over and Emmy saw his liverish 
pupils, yellow and stained, and smelled his stale breath. 
There was no pity in him, no humanity, only a feeble, 
spiteful curiosity. 

“Madam Ritter,” he murmimed, as though he’d been 
E. 209 o 



wanting for some time to confirm an opinion he had of her: 
“About forty-five years?” he asked. 

She nodded. 

“I thought so.” He took out his stethescope. “Ditten 
thought fifty. Had many of these before?” 

She was about to shake her head. Of course not: haven’t 
I always been strong and clean? But it was so hard to speak. 
She didn’t move. She looked up at him as he leaned over, 
putting the ends of the stethoscope in his ears, watching 
her with that malevolent peering, and she thought of the 
young doctor who had touched her with thin, reddened 
l\ands. She remembered his sharp wrist-bones that remmded 
her of Mark, ;md the wild look of elation she had last seen 
on his fhce. 

She opened her lips and tried to whisper, forcing herself 
to what was going to be her last act. 

To lie, of course, because that was necessary, to be bald 
and to be even frivolous, to taste the joy of being at the 
end so completely herself. 

She managed to whisper, “Yes I’ve had a bad heart 
always, since a child. Doctors never thought I’d live.” 

“We’re usually right,” he said. “You’re lucky.” 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


When the hour came Mark hadn’t yet decided whether or 
not to go to the doctor’s house. He felt only horrar at 
seeing him again. He knew that the Commissioner was 
one of those directly responsible for her fate, yet the doctor, 
because he was with her daily, seemecl much more closely 
involved in it. If it hadn’t been for his offer to carry a 
letter to her he certainly would not have thought of going. 
And Wen the letter had become a matter fof doubt. 

All day he had sat in his room with a sheetTof paper 
and a pencil, writing a few words and tAring them up 
again. He couldn’t as Emmy had done, write a simple 
farewell. If he said anything at all there was so much 
more tlAn that to be said. The one who was still to live 
must cover everything, and she had the right to know 
that they had got the profit she had earned for them and 
j would survive, as she had hoped they would. But this 
reassurance put into words on paper became horrible. 
His letters started always with a stilted and practical account, 
becoming suddenly a cry of despair. None of them would 
do. He tore them up one after the other. 

At noon he had gone out to get some food, but instead he 
went into a bar and drank several brandies. 

In the afternoon when he went back to his room it was 
no better. When the darkness came and the staring light 
*was turi^ed on htf still hadn’t written anything. 

If I could see her, he thougl^t, for just a moment, if the 
doctor could arrange just a moment of sight and touch. 
But the doctor had told him flatly last night that it was 
impossible. 

At seven o’clock he was still sitting with his sheet 
of paper. He tore it up and, snatching his hat and overcoat, 
went down to the street. 

He wMuld have wandered about aimlessly, but the rain 
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drove him indoors again and he found himself, hardly 
knowing how he got there, in the bar of the Four Seasons. 
He ordered a double brandy, sitting where he could watch • 
the chromium clock set in the wall. For the last day he 
had had his watch on the table before him or he sat where 
he could see a clock. He was conscious of each moment 
as i1^ passed, and if from exhaustion or some distraction 
he let a few moments slip by uncounted, the anguish of 
remembering again was only doubled. 

Still thinking ab()ut the letter he called for some hotel 
paper and tried again to write. He drank another brandy 
aqd sat holding his pencil tentatively over the paper, but 
that had become now only an empty nervous movement. 

The place was crowded, as it had been the other night, 
with Americans and English, all coming in hurriedly out 
of the driving cold rain outside. It was a bar hke any other 
bar — and why not? Were these people really expected 
to care because miles away, behind a barricade of electrified 
barbed wire, Emmy Ritter was waiting execution? Were 
they to be disturbed because he wanted to write a letter 
to her and couldn’t ? 

Suppose he were suddenly to tell them, what would ' 
they say? “I simply can’t believe it.” “After all, she 
shouldn’t have done it, should she?” “Perhaps she’s a 
Communist.” “It’s simply bloody but the world is like 
that.” “Is she as attractive as she used to be?” “ Was it 
Bclasco or Frohman who brought her over?” “But after 
all, he has saved the country, hasn’t he?” No use God 
damning any of them. The world is sown with graves. 

Ilis hand had been unconsciously mornng. He looked^ 
down and saw marks on the paper. He’d made a strange and 
bold drawing, a great sprawling, obscene shape of fear. 

It was good. It was indeed the only good he had in him. 
And it was absolutely useless. He crumpled it up and threw 
it over in the corner, paid for his drinks, and went out. 

It was the rain again that drove him oflF the streets. 
Such a simple thing as rain and cold and the emptiness of 
having nothing to do. He didn’t know how Inng he’d 
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walked or how far but suddenly he saw, across a glistening 
square, a row of taxis waiting and he hailed one and got 
.in. 

“Where to, sir?” the driver said. 

There was no place in tliis city where he could go. 
Except to the doctor’s. He gave the driver his address. 

The doctor lived in a rather shabby sftburb in a street 
of flats all alike with ornate facades, built about fifty years 
ago when it was thought that this quarter toward the old 
country palace might be fashionable. His fiat was on the 
top floor of one of the houses and M&rk walked up flights 
of micarpeted stairs to reach it. When he pressed the button 
outside the door the sound of the bell ringing inside mt/fle 
him think of empty rooms, but almost iAme4iately the 
door was opened by a man-servant. He was^n oldish fellow 
with stiffly brushed hair and he looked at Mark with pale, 
clear eyes. He reminded him vaguely of Fritz. Probably 
becausejie, too, was obviously an old family relic, but his 
manner was more simple and benign; after all, he served 
the high and well-born, even if in a flat in an unfashionable 
suburb. It must always have been hard on Fritz, Mark 
thought, as he was helped off with his wet coat, to have 
given his allegiance to such doubtful persons as the Ritters. 

As he handed the servant his hat a door opened and the 
doctor came out. He was taller than Mark remembered 
him, and it was strange to be seeing him again, to think O, 
yes, that’s what he looks like. 

He shook Mark’s hand vigorotisly: “Come in here,” 
he said. “You’ll find it’s warmer.” 

, Mark followed him into a rather large room where a 
fire wa? burning in an old iron stove. On either side of it 
were chairs, one covered in old, printed cotton material, 
the other with a worn cashmere shawl thrown over it to 
hide its decrepitude. Between them was a little table with 
a jar of tobacco and a box of cigarettes, two glasses and 
a -bottle of schnapps. In the far corner of the room a table 
covered with a white cloth was set for two. The bread was 
already cut, in a wicker basket, and there was a plate of 
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hors-d’oeuvres — ^pink sliced sausage and bright red radish 
and curls of celery. Two little porcelain figurines of 
drummer boys stood in the centre for ornament. From thj^ 
door where the servant had just gone came a smell of soup. 

Mark was nearly two hours late, but they were still 
keeping the soup warm. The doctor, he saw, wore a dark 
red smoking jafcket with frogs ornamenting the front. 
Why had he put that on? Perhaps he always wore it, but 
it had a slightly festive air as though to show intimacy 
and friendliness. Like the supper kept warm, the drinks 
waiting, the warm fife. How like them, he thought. Always 
that talent for the misplaced, the grotesque. He sat down 
uhcertainly in one of the chairs. 

“A little sfhnapps?” the doctor asked. He stood by the 
table, holding tjie bottle and a glass. “It will warm you up. 

I think you were very wet when you came in.” 

“No, thanks,” Mark said, “I’ve had too much to drink 
already.” He took out one of his own cigarettes and lighted 
it. The doctor put the glass he had just filled and the bottle 
slowly down. 

“Then perhaps as you’re very late you’d like to eat at 
once,” he said. ' 

“I’ve eaten already,” Mark said. “I hope you didn’t 
wait for me.” 

The doctor looked down at him and said nothing. 
Then he crossed to the door leading to a pantry or kitchen 
and spoke to his servant. They held a low consultation. 
Mark looked over at him leaning against the door and 
saw again the table with the clean white cloth, the radishes 
cut in great slices, the little porcelain figprines that were^ 
probably the most valuable thing he possessed. ' 

People like me, Mark tSiought, get what’s coming to 
them because they’re soft. To hell with him and his supper. 

The doctor came back and sat down opposite him. His 
head made the exact centre for a cluster of fencing foils 
crossed behind him on the wall. He took his pipe from the 
table and filled it, pressing the tobacco carefully with his 
bony, flat-tipped fingers. 
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“You’ve seen her to-day?” Mark asked. Suddenly when 
he heard his voice he felt that he was going the wrong 
.way, allowing himself too headlong a rein. Even his 
*^ief, because he was straining it to the last point, took 
on a faint dnge of falseness. 

The doctor, not looking at him, went on filling his 
pipe. “Yes, I’ve seen her,” he said. « 

Mark held back his questions, tried to accept the "pace 
the doctor set, for he was right: there need be no impatience 
about his grief. 

“I’ve seen her,” the doctor repeatecf, striking a match to 
his pipe, “and she was very well. I went over her again. 
Especially the heart.” • 

“Her heart’s always been strong,” Matk said. “An 
actress’ heart has to be strong. It’s a hard Ij^e.” 

*“I am counting on it to be very strong indeed.” The 
doctor took a few puffs and put the burnt match carefully 
in a litt^f tray. 

Mark said, “Let’s hope so. Though it might be better 
for her if it failed suddenly.” 

“Do you feel it would be better if she were to die— 
from natural causes?” 

“Yes.” Mark spoke shortly. 

The doctor looked at him with close attention and then 
turned to the stove, stretching his feet out toward it. They 
sat in silence and Mark smoked out his cigarette, listening to 
the heavy ram on the window and to a slight noise of 
cutlery in the kitchen. When he had finished his cigarette 
the doctor glanced up and handed him an ash tray, but 
,he didn’t offer him another cigarette. 

Theft were books lining all one wall of the room. 
Mark’s eyes unconsciously strayed toward them. Suddenly 
he would have liked to go over and pick out a book and 
bring it back and doze over it in his chair by the warm 
fire. In the compass of such a grief as his, it would be 
possible, as the doctor had known better than he, to do 
many simple and natural things: to eat a dinner and read 
a book and talk with a man by the fire. 
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The doctor said, as though there had been no long 
silence, “So you feel it would be better if she died first, 
of natural causes.” 

“Yes,” Mark said. “Why do you keep saying that?” 

The doctor turned and looked at him, with his sharp, 
bright, blue eyes. “Because,” he said, “to-day I did a 
criminal thing.% 

‘^What!” Mark cried. Then, looking at the doctor’s 
face, he whispered, “She’s dead,” and in that moment he 
knew for the first time the difference between any grief that 
still includes a hope of life, and the complete finality of 
death. The doctor didn’t answer liim, but went on looking 
aK him and Mark for a moment felt faint. Then a -sweat 
broke out all over him. He pulled out a handkerchief and 
wiped his face. He leaned his head back against the chair. 

“ You gave ker something,” he said. He turned his head 
to avoid the doctor’s eyes. “I’m sure you meant well,” 
he said, “yes, I know you meant well.” In that ^moment 
he felt strangely and trustfully his friend. 

“I want to explain to you fully what I meant.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” Mark said. “I’d rather not hear. 
It would be too awful for both of us. But I tmderstand. < 
I might have done it myself. If I’d had the chance.” 

“You don’t quite understand,” the doctor went on. 
His voice was harsh and high, “ Or rather, you imderstand 
only half of it. You know why I did it, but you don’t know 
yet what I’ve done. I’ve taken a chance of saving her.” 

“Of saving her? Then she won’t die from what you 
did ?” His trustfulness took another sharp curve. So sharp 
he was only bewildered. 

“She may die, but she may not,” the doctor said. ' 

“What have you done?’# 

“I’ll tell you. But first I advise you, as you’ve evidently 
been drinking a good deal, to have a cup of black coffee. 

I want you to understand very clearly everything I say.” 

Mark, sitting very still, watched him ring for the man 
and Older two cups of black coffee. “Two large cups,” 
he said. 
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Then he went on. "What I did I had to do without 
consulting you, because when the idea occurred to me I 
• had no time for that. Also, I wanted to take the full respon- 
sibility myself. For the crime against the state and for the 
possible crime against Madam Ritter. The crime against 
the state is my own affair. As to the other — I saw just now 
that when you thought she was actually dead your* first 
feeling was of relief. Isn’t that so? Be honest.” 

“ Yes,” Mark said, “ it’s so.” 

“You were relieved that her sufferings and therefore 
your own worst suffering were over. That’s natural. 
Well, maybe they are over. Maybe she’ll die. In that case 
I see*you won’t blame me. But maybe she ^as a chance to 
live.” • 

“But what did you do?” • 

“I’ll tell you. See, here comes the black coffee. Drink 
it all.” 

The «alm-eyed elderly servant brought a tray with two 
big cups and a pot of coffee. He put it on the table between 
them and went out. Mark, bewildered into blankness, drank 
his in quick gulps, the doctor sipped his, holding it with a 
steady hand. 

“Listen very carefully,” he said. “I went out to the 
camp this morning rather late. And when I got there I 
was asked to go to the office of the head physician. He is 
a member of the police, as I am, but I’m only in it tempor- 
arily and he’s senior to me, of course. He knows about my 
unde though, he knows I do get spedal consideration, 
and he’s always very polite to me. He wanted to ask me 
> about I^adam Ritter — things I needn’t tell you. Then he 
said rather jokingly, ‘ I hear you’ve been interesting yourself 
in this Anna Hoffman too.’ I sud, ‘ Yes, I have.’ Naturally 
I didn’t want him to think I was any more interested in 
one than in the other. You remember, Anna Hoffman is 
the woman I told you is in the same room with your 
mother.” 

“ Yes, yes, I remember. Go on.” 

“1^1, what he wanted to say was something about 
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this Anna. The doctor who’d been looking after her 
was a prisoner. A wretched old broken-down, thoroughly 
discredited physician. Whatever most of them out thcrp. 
are, he deserves to be there. But it seems he was jealous of 
my interference — ^little as it’s been. I haven’t done any 
more really than listen to her lungs and give her a sedative 
every now and *chen. Last night she had a hemorrhage, 
and to-day she was dying. The head physician said to me, 

‘ This fellow came here, this morning and said, “ Ever 
since your political police have interfered with that woman 
she’s worse. Now she’s dying. But I suppose I’m not good 
enough to take charge of a case like that. I’m not even 
ghod enough to sign a death certificate.” ’ Of course these 
prisoners, can*t sign death certificates, you understand. 
The head physirian then said, ‘ I’m going off for a week’s 
leave to-morrow, so I’ll ask you to take charge. When she 
dies see that all the formalities are correct, will you?’” 

“Well?” Mark said. , 

The doctor got up and poured Mark another cup of 
coffee. 

“Don’t you see what I’m leading up to? If this woman 
dies I certify to her death. If Madam Ritter dies there in ' 
prison it is also I who certify to her death. The head 
physician won’t be there to do it,” 

“Well, but if she doesn’t die?” 

“Then I can still certify to it.” 

Mark caught his head between his hands. “I don’t 
see — how can that help us — ^you mean to get her out some- 
how — how ?” 

“I’ll have to tell you bit by bit,” the doctor said. “All^ 
these things came to me at different times and they aren’t 
important separately. It’s k>nly when they’re finally put 
together that they mean anything. When I first saw Madam 
Ritter in prison I felt only acute distress. After all, I didn’t 
really know her. But I decided to operate on her. It was a 
first step and I took it almost unconsciously. When I was 
making the arrangements to bring her to the camp someone 
told me at the prison that a man had put in a cl^im for 
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her body. That’s allowed even in the case of criminals, but 
in telling me the man said he was surprised because no 
pne seemed to think she had any relatives or close friends 
in the country. When I found out who you were, for a 
moment I thought you were the man, but I realized right 
away that you hadn’t even been sure of her sentence. But 
you must know who put in the claim. It’s ^ery important.” 

“An old servant of ours,” Mark said. “I saw him last 
night after I left you and he told me he’d done it. He told 
me he had signed the papers and it was settled.” He spoke 
automatically, in a dream. * 

“ What was he going to do with the body ?” 

“ He was going to take it down to the country and bury k 
in a little town where his brother lives, either oh his brother’s 
property or in the cemetery if it was allowej^.” 

“To take it by train?” 

“ I think so.” 

“ V7el^ we’ll speak of that later.” 

“For God’s sake I” Mark said. “Tell me what you’ve 
done. Tell me the rest afterward.” 

“This morning,” the doctor said in an unhurried voice, 
'“after I had talked to the doctor, I went into the little 
pharmacy and prepared some tablets. Then I went to 
Madam Ritter and examined her heart, which I found to 
be apparently in good condition. I say apparently because an 
examination like that isn’t conclusive. But I gave her a 
dose of digitalis in tablet form. I had made a hasty com- 
putation of what would be the right amount for a woman 
of her age and weight and I left her the tablets. I told her 
|o take them faitjifully over a period of twenty-four hours. 
There slfould be about one grain to each three kilos. She 
weighs I should guess about* sixty-three or four kilos, 
and I added two grains to produce complete digitalization.” 

“I don’t imderstand.” 

“But I am now explaining. In twenty-four hours 
these tablets should produce what’s known as bradycardia.” 

“It would kill her?” 

“ It might, but that’s the chance. If it does not, I reasoned 
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that the following will happen: she will begin by such 
symptoms as a slow pulse, an irregular heart action, 
accompanied by extreme nervousness and probably vomiting. 
The prisoner doctor I spoke of will first be c^lcd. He’ll 
at once recognize it, or think he recognizes it, as heart 
block. It would be a natmal conditon for a woman with 
a weak heart after a serious operation, especially as she’s 
uncler such a severe mental strain. He won’t be astonished 
by it. Indeed, he’ll be very pleased. He’ll think, the damned 
busybody has lost another patient. Perhaps he’ll be pleased 
that a fellow prisoner is cheating the executioner. As 
the head physician has gone and the hospital has only 
other prisoners in charge, they’ll send for me. Yes, at some 
hour to-molTow, if Madam Ritter carries out my 
instructions, I’ll certainly be called. I will of course show 
concern. Naturally, no doctor likes to lose a patient. I’ll 
insist on staying with her. I’ll appear to do my best to save 
her. The rest of them will certainly leave her to me. They’ll 
either go about their business or, if it’s late, they’ll go to 
bed. Only a female prisoner, a nurse of sorts, may possibly 
stay with me, a horrible cr6tin, but I can handle her easily. 
At eight-thirty the camp is dark and the lights out. After 
that I’ll be alone with my patient. At ten or eleven I’ll 
pronounce Madam Ritter dead. I then notify by telephone 
the authorities in town. I shall sign the certificate of death, 
and I will have them telephone at once to the man who is 
to claim the body. It will be turned over to him. That’s 
all. 

Mark whispered, “It’s impossible.” He hadn’t under- 
stood a word but some deep confidence in the doctor had 
made him try imconsciously to follow him. * 

He knew that he had given up his whole will to the 
idea of death and that now the doctor was saying there 
was a crack, a flaw, in the circle of death if they had the 
strength to force it. 

But he repeated more emphatically, “It’s impossible,” 
and something in him began to resist. 

“The other night I told you nothing possible would 



save her,” the doctor said irritably, “ and so you demanded a 
miracle.” He got up, and with his hands behind his back 
v^alked up and down the room. It was easy to believe he 
was a little mad. As he passed the table he snatched up a 
radish and crunched it in his strong white teeth. 

“I’m a surgeon," he said, “I’ve taken the cornea from 
a dead man’s eyes and grafted it in the livin|[ tissue. Dqji’t 
talk to me about miracles.” He curled up a slice of sausage, 
laid it on a piece of bread, and began to eat it. 

Mark watched him, lying back in his chair. “It’s 
impossible,” he repeated. He saw more*clearly and his will 
came fully to life. 

The doctor stood by the table munching. “You thinK 
it’s impossible became it hasn’t been done yet. Actually, 
tha^s the sole reason why it is possible. No one has thought 
of it, so it might be done — once.” 

“You say no one has thought of it. But does any one 
know yott take a special interest in her, I mean other than 
as a case?” 

“ No. I very often experiment on prisoners. Every one 
is med to that. My uncle knows I never saw Madam Ritter 
till she came to the prison.” Then he added with a shade 
of contempt, “After all, you can accept her death — I saw 
you do it — but not her escape. The will to live isn’t as 
strofig as we like to think. I’ve often found that out.” 

Mark said, “ Perhaps it’s just plain funk — you’re braver 
than I am. And perhaps too you have less imagination. 
You can’t see suddenly, as I can now, all the things that’ll 
go wrong. The horror of placing a living woman in a 
toffin. Suppose ehe suffocates. There’ll be the smpicion 
of someone we haven’t thought of suddenly breaking in — 
all the appalling difficulties afterwards. No, you haven’t 
the imagination to see all that.” He felt he was dismissing 
it, righteomly, almost in anger. 

“That’s obviously untrue,” the doctor said, “since I 
thought of it in the first place. What you can’t imagine is 
overcoming the difficulties. What you can’t imagine is 
succesg ” 
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"But it couldn’t be donel There are so many details we 
couldn’t ever foresee.” 

“You only mean that, so far as you know, it never has 
been done. As for those details, we’ll go over them now 
one by one. You’d better eat something.” 

Mark got u^ and walked over to the table. He made a 
sausage sandwich for himself and tried to eat it. 

“How long will this digitalization last?” he said 
aggressively. 

“About forty-ei^ht hours.” 

“Well then, she’s helpless all that time?” 

“More or less, yes. But during the time she’s most 
helpless she doesn’t need to be doing anything. In fact, 
the whole point is that she must be inanimate. Afterwards, 
you can treat her. Keep her warm, make her sweat it out 
of her system as soon as you can.” 

“Do you expect her to lie still and play dead convinc- 
ingly ?” « 

“ No, I don’t think any one could I’ll give her a morphine 
injection.” 

“Who’ll see her beside you?” 

“I hope no one. It’ll be late at night, as I said, and 
I’m the doctor in charge. No one need see her, but the men 
who put her in the co^.” 

“Who’ll they be?” 

“Prisoners. Half asleep, perhaps, at that hour.” 

“But the time element— will there be a coffin ready?” 

“Many people die out there. There are always pine 
boxes on hand.” 

“Won’t she suffocate?” « ^ ' 

“I’ll tell them not to nail it down too tight. I’ll say 
that relatives are claiming‘‘ it, they may want to open it 
and look at her. Besides, these plain pine coffins are loosely 
made.” 

Mark gave a convulsive movement of the shoulders. 
He dropped his half-eaten sandwich. The doctor, standing 
across the table, made himself another one. 

“Of coxirse, you must open it,” he said, “and .get her 
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out as soon as possible, and there’s always this: when 
you open it she may actually be dead. It’s not certain at 
all that she can stand all this.” 

Mark said, “Don’t they embalm them, shoot formalde- 
hyde into them, or put them in quicUime— something 
horrible?” 

“No. You don’t imagine they’d go t(f the trouble of 
embalming a prisoner, do you? If she were buried in the 
prison they’d probably put quicklime in the coffin. But 
as the relatives have claimed the body — no.” 

Mark suddenly felt very hungry.* He picked up his 
sandwich and leaned against the table eating it. The doctor 
still e'ating his, paced up and down the room. * 

“ Do you begin to imderstand ?” he said. ‘^Do you begin 
to ^ in your famous imagination a possibility of success ?” 

“I see that, if you could manage it, my mother would be 
placed alive in a coffin and delivered to me. What in God’s 
name w»uld I do then?” 

He went back to his chair and sat down heavily. A 
sudden feeling of hope, as though everything were done and 
she was saved, had gone through him for a moment and 
then passed. 

“But it’s impossible, it’s impossible,” he said again, 
angrily. 

“What did you come to this country for?” the doctor, 
asked him. “ Wasn’t it to do the impossible? The impossible 
is an entirely relative term. It only exists in certain com- 
binations of time and circumstances. It’s not an absolute. 
But I really can’t waste time on your impossible. We’ve 
•got to s^ what «an be done afterward. To begin with, this 
servant. What kind of a fellow is he ?” 

“He’s been a very faitliful ifervant.” 

“Can you count on him?” 

Mark drew closer to the warm stove and thought of 
Fritz, tried to make a complete picture of all he knew of 
him. Fritz, as a man, he suddenly couldn’t see. 

“I don’t know,” he said, “whether he’d be up to this 
or not.” 
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“Well, you’ll have to count on him anyway. You say 
she was to be buried on his property, or in the local church* 
yard if it could be arrang^?” 

“Yes, but not his property. His brother’s.” 

The doctor came back and sat down across from him. 
He took up his pipe again and holding it absently in bis 
hand tapped thd bowl against the other palm. 

^ Something will have to be buried,” he said, as though 
he were talking to himself, “and better there where it was 
planned. Becaiise he’s imdoubtedly made arrangements 
for that already. His brother, for instance, might saspect 
something wrong if the arrangements weren’t carried 
oat.” 

“Yes.” Ht was straining his imagination to follow 
these ma^ seqi^ences but only to fight them. He couldn’t 
see himself and Fritz and the coffin and his mother. “ Yes, 

yes, ” he repeated hurriedly. The final denial would come 

later. , 

“ So, somewhere in the time between leaving prison and 
arrival at the house of this brother you’ll have to get 
Madam Ritter out and you’ll have to put something — say 
a bundle of clothes wrapped carefully and laid around some 
small logs — into the coffin. And the coffin can be buried. 
As to what you’ll do with Madam Ritter — I can’t think 

yet. ” 

“No,” said Mark in despair, “1 can’t either.” 

Suddenly he saw it would be possible to accept the 
escape from prison. The doctor’s assurance that it could 
be done, the tone of his voice, as though he were telling 
about a fantastic operation he expected ^o do, but knew 
that he could do, would in time infect him with a sense of 
reali ty. But even if that wert so, even if that had somewhere 
in time and space a reality, it only had it so long as the 
doctor could be a part of it. From the moment the doctor 
stepped out the darkness would close over it again. 

“What,” he said with a last desperate reasonableness, 
“can a man do with a helpless, hunted woman in the middle 
of the night in an absolutely strange country?” 
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“Well,” the doctor said briskly, “would you rather 
not go on with it?” 

, And there of course was the real answer to this “im- 
possible.” Once the thing had been conceived, even in a 
sort of madness, there was no choice but to go on with it. 

Mark didn’t even answer. ^ 

“You see,” the doctor said, “now we’ve started it, and 
we have started it, we’ve got to go on. Now we must 
think what you’ll do afterward.” 

He supposed then he had accepted it. At any rate tempor- 
arily, defensively. He said, “I don’t know. Perhaps I can 
think of something later. When the time comes.” 

“No. No. You must have it all planned beforehand. 
To begin with, you say you’ll have a he/ples.s, htmted 
woman on your hands in a strange coimti^r. Let’s begin 
with the helpless. Madam Ritter, when the morphine wears 
off, will still be partially helpless. But all the time she’ll 
be becor^^ng less so. After about thirty-six hours she can 
do within reason whatever’s necessary. But for that time 
you must have a place to put her where she can have rest 
in a warm bed. Haven’t you got any friends here in the 
* country r” 

“No.” 

“What about the Countess?” 

“Out of the question,” Mark said violently. “She’d 
never help me, for one tiling.” 

The doctor thought of her for a while. “Yes, we must 
not involve her,” he said. “ It’s not fair. You have no one 
else then?” 

, “No one.” , 

“Theft you must find a way to get into a hotel. You 
must certainly take the cofiin id a camion, not on a train. 
In the camion you can get her out of the coffin almost at 
once. You must have clothes for her. Dress her, warmly 
of course. Warmth is terribly important. Aside from the 
danger of chill the sooner you sweat it out of her, as I told 
you, the better.” 

“Should I give her stimulants — ^brandy, say? Coffee?” 
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“No, no. Neither of them. Don’t you understand? 
Digitalis is a stimulant. It’s self'limiting. Leave her 
alone, keep her warm.” 

Mark looked at him with vague envy. How much he 
knew and how surely his knowledge was a vital part of 
him. The schol^ar that’s somewhere in all of them served 
hin» harmoniously and with full obedience. He looked 
like a virtor. Well, Mark thought, why not? As he says, 
he’s begun it. I’ve got to go on. 

“You might,” the doctor said, “arrange what looks 
like a motor accident. Say you’re in the camion and you 
find a woman lying in the road unconscious, struck by 
another car. ^You pick her up and get her into a' little 
country hotel for a while. Then take her on further before 
the police beghi to make a thorough investigation. You 
and your servant must arrange that. Or you may have 
thought of something better.” 

Mark said, “We’d better not do anything to make the 
police notice us,” 

“I don’t think that would matter much. For a short 
time. And it would have to be short in any case. You 
spoke of her being hunted. Remember, she’s not being 
himted. The local, rural police will know nothing about 
her. Here she is dead— officially dead— no one is hunting 
for her at all.” 


“How can I get her out of the country?” But he was 
ashamed to ask any more. He added quickly, “I’ll manage 
that. Where we are going is very close to the border. I’ll 
think of something to do,” 

For another moment, just from haying said so, ho 
really thought he might be able to think of something. 

“It’s so terribly strange* all this,” he said apologetically, 
“so unexpected. Give me a little time. I’ll try to pull 
myself together.” 


“You’ll have from now till to-morrow night to figure 
It all out. Just go at it step by step. First, the servant 
must be ready to come instantly when telephoned. Then 
you must get her out. Then you must have a good story to 
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account for finding her on the road at that hour. And so 
on.” 

As he talked Mark found his head swimming. He got 
up again, went to the table, and fixing a sandwich, he said, 
“Any more coffee?” 

“Yes,” the doctor answered. He took ^e pot himself 
and went to the pantry, smiling a little because Mark had 
not only accepted his food, but had asked him for it. 

When he came back Mark watched him fill the cup. 
“You realize,” Mark said, “if this go^ wrong it will be 
pretty terrible for you.” 

“It won’t be nice,” the doctor admitted. He poureei 
himself a cup. , 

“But you’re willing to do your part of it and count 
on a man you don’t know not to bungle the rest of it.” 

“I have to count on you. And you have to count on 
me.” 

“J’m counting on the better man,” Mark said. He meant 
it. A queer feeling of peace and confidence came over him 
again. 

The doctor was pleased, though he said nothing and 
‘shrugged his shoulders, raising his cup to drink rather 
noisily. 

He took it back to his chair and sat down. Mark stood 
by the table sipping his. 

“I still don’t know why you are doing it,” Mark said. 

“Don’t worry about that,” the doctor said jovially. 
• “No one could ever tell you. To know why I did it you’d 
have to know my entire life and my parents’ lives and 
the lives^of every* one I’ve ever met. You’d have to know 
every word ever said to me, every word I’ve ever said, 
what I’ve seen, read, thought about, done, even what 
kind of food I’ve eaten. But to put it simply, say that 
for the moment I’m like a cat who chews green stuff so 
as to vomit and purge his stomach of poison.” 

“It may finish you.” 

“Oh, yes, it may. There’s no one else I have to think 
of, though.” 
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Again Mark noticed the loneliness of his face, the sharp, 
bold lines that had never been rubbed down. 

“Why don’t you come to America?” he asked suddenly. 
He wanted to make some openly friendly move but he 
held back because his debt to him whatever happened was 
• too overpowering. 

iThe doctor, glancing at him, guessed this. “Fd like 
to,” he said slowly. “I’d like to see you again. But I suppose 
I won’t.” 

“I want to see you again. We can’t let it go at this, 
you know.” 

“I’m afraid we have to. Yes, some day I’d like to be 
your friend, but too many things would always divide 
us,” u 

“ You’re a lat more than a friend already,” 

“You mean I’m a saviour.” The doctor laughed shortly. 
“Well, that too would divide us.” 

Mark couldn’t go on. He looked around the room, 
.knowing he’d never be in it again, and tried to see every- 
thing in it so vividly that he’d never forget it. lie thought 
of the table where he’d never sit down to eat, the books 
he’d never read, and the long talks they would certainly ' 
never have. But it was true just the same that they were 
more than friends. A man he didn’t know and wouldn’t 
see again had become his brother. 

Suddenly he said, “I told Fritz to come to-night. He’ll 
be waiting. If I don’t get back soon he’ll give up and go 
home.” 

“I’ll call you a taxi,” the doctor said. He got out of 
his chair slowly, went out into the halhand Mark heard 
him giving the number. ' 

He looked once more Ground the room and followed 
him out. The servant had apparently gone to bed, but his 
coat and hat waited on a chair. They had been taken to 
the kitchen to dry and were still warm. 

“There is a station at the corner,” the doctor said. 
“It will be here at once. I’ll go down with you.” 

He opened the door and together they went down 
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stairs, suddenly running lightly like young men hurrying 
off on a lark. In the front hall they stood by the door, half 
opened, looking out to the rainy street. 

In a moment the taxi came. 

Mark turned and grasped the doctor’s hand. “Are you 
sure there’s not more we ought to plan together? Oughtn’t, 
we to meet again?” * , 

But the doctor was ruthless to the last. “No, there’s 
nothing more to plan together. I do my part. You do 
yours. Only be sure the man comes as quickly as he’s 
called.” 

“I will. You don’t think we should meet?” 

“k’s better not. It’s safer for us both.” • 

“You know I’ll never forget my debt.” • 

The doctor shook his head smiling. shook Mark’s 
hand up and down. “My regards to America,” he said, 
“and when you get back remember us. Remember it’s 
easy to lose what you started with.” 

“I’ll remember.” 

“Good-bye.” Their word for it was to meet again, but 
they neither of them had any hope of that. 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


As soon as he into the taxi he knew he’d been made a 
fool of- felt savagely angry with the doctor for taking 
him in and with himself for being the dupe. It shows, he 
thought, how easy it is to work on a man who has reached 
a certain stage of despair. The doctor’s madness had infected 
him. The doctor hdd been breathing madness for the last 
four years, madness and puerile conceits. He’d even watched 
them inflate those around him into a fantastic victory. 
Mark copld see him sitting before that stove, putting 
tobacco into hit pipe with his lean surgeon’s fingers, thinking 
of some surgeon’s problem perhaps and slowly hearing 
from the streets outside, from all over the town, the obedient 
roar, the slobbering, rhythmic howl of love and l^te. And 
Kant and Hegel and Spinoza mute on the walls. 

But, oh, if he could only have thought of some possible 
plan, a plan with even the most meagre germ of success, 
how eagerly Mark thought he would have poured his life 
into it to make it go. But no. The doctor had gone back 
to reading Dumas: “The burial ground of the Chateau 
d’lf was the sea.” Mark felt sodden with disgust. 

And worst of all he had no alternative, no one to turn 
to, no action to take. Giving up madness left him empty. 

But he couldn’t quite reject it either. Once it had taken 
form he couldn’t quite give it up. He couldn’t forget the 
deep, strange confidence he had felt. I,’ll see Fritz, ho 
thought, Fritz, the cold and practical. He can 'put his 
finger on the weak spot iif anything, because Fritz never 
listens to any one, neither to the leaders nor to the followers. 
Because if any one was ever a lone wolf it’s Fritz, or perhaps, 
just a lone rabbit. But just the same, he’s never taken in. 
No, not he. He keeps his mind on the pipes of the water 
closet and the electric light wires and the poor quality of 
the bread. You can’t tell him it’s the bread of sacrifice and 
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victory. There’s no nourishment in it, he says: for two 
years now Fve had pains in the joints. If Fritz were inclined 
•to talk philosophically he’d say there is no such thing as 
victory anyway— it’s a word. Is it possible, he’d say, to 
exalt into God-likeness what is only tripe and spoiled meat? 
— Good old Fritz! | < 

“ Driver, I’m in a hurry. Can you go a little faster?”# 

As they turned into Theatre Street he pressed his face to 
the window to see if there was a light in his room. If there 
was he couldn’t see it through the blurred pane. Maybe 
the curtains were drawn. Maybe Fri^z had got tired and 
gone home. 

Hk paid the driver and ran across the wet pavement to 
his door. The hall, as usual, was in darkn^s. Jle found 
the switch, turned it on, and saw again on the lift door the 
white card, hanging now at a disconsolate angle: Out of 
Order. He ran up the stairs two at a time and reached the 
door of the flat just as the light clicked ofT. In the dark 
hall inside he saw the crack of light under his door. So 
Fritz waited. He moved cautiously among the wicker 
chairs, avoiding the stag horns and the porcelain jar for 
umbrellas. He opened his door. 

There, under the staring light, sat Fritz. His arms 
hung loosely from their sockets, his head leaned toward 
his shoulder. His mouth was a little open and a gentle 
whistling came from between his lips. He looked very old 
and threadbare and faintly disreputable and comic. To be 
defenceless is always both disreputable and comic. Old 
Fritz literally caught napping. But he felt his state at once 
«nd opened his e^es. He got up with a look of reproof and 
drew himself together, pulling his coat inward by the lapels. 

“I didn’t hear you come,” he said. “You’re very late. 
I’ve been here since ten o’clock. You ought to have told me 
you were going to be out all evening." He helped Mark ofl 
with his coat and hat. 

“I saw someone like you to-night,” Mark said. “Or 
rather he reminded me of you. He took my coat and warmed 
it for me. I think he had a better temper.” 
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“So?” Fritz said He looked sharply at Mark, surprised 
at his tone. “I’m glad to know you have acquaintances 
here. I didn’t think you had any.” 

“Several,” Mark said. “Sit down.” 

They sat down opposite each other. 

“I wish I ha^i a drink,” Mark said. “I can’t get any in 
this place at this hour. I ought to have brought a bottle in 
with me. I suppose you could do with something too.” 

“I never touch anything but beer,” Fritz said. “If you 
like I can go out and try to get something.” 

“No, don’t go. It’s too late. I want to talk to you. 
We have a lot of things to arrange.” 

“Yes,” said Fritz, “we have.” 

But Mark didn’t like to begin and Fritz was puzzled. 
He saw that Mark was more excited now than sorrowful. 
He stared disapprovingly first at him and then at the fioor. 
He’s like his mother, Fritz thought, never quite in good 
form. •• 

Finally Mark said, nervously, “Now about to-morrow. 
Have you done anything more about the burial ?” 

“I’ve arranged for the funeral service,” Fritz said, 
severely. “The priest dovm there is a friend of mine. I’ve 
always been a good Catholic. He has no objection and the 
authorities have no objection.” 

Mark’s eyes were shining and wavering. Fritz went 
on with emphasis, “There is no law to prevent a criminal 
from having the burial service read. Madam Ritter was 
brought up a Catholic, though I must say she hasn’t practised 
her religion for years. But it’s all right about that.” 

Mark nodded. He wasn’t thinking about the service 
now and Fritz knew he wasn’t. 

“My brother knows you’re here,” Fritz said. “He’s 
expecting us both some time Wednesday. I might add 
that he’s also expecting a slight bonus for being involved 
in something that won’t bring any credit to him, and I 
wouldn’t be surprised if Father Alois wouldn’t accept a 
little something for the parish.” 

“That’s all right. We’ll fix that.” 



“It needn’t be much.” 

“Oh, that’s all right. Now about the burial, where will 
•that be ? ” 

“In my brother’s land.” He added hurriedly, “There’s a 
nice spot up at the edge of the forest.” It was evident he 
hadn’t been able to arrange for the graveya'|d, which wouldv 
have been much more suitable. “ There was some difficulty,” 
he said evasively, “about the other.” 

“It doesn’t matter,” Mark said. He took out a cigarette 
fumblingly. 

“You smoke too much,” Fritz tolrf him. “You’ll ruin 
your health. People get cancer of the throat from smoking 
too niuch. I knew a man ” 

“Yes, yes. I know, Fritz, but there are other fhings to 
talk about just now. The country end of it«s settled then. 
Now as to this end. You’re absolutely sure that there won’t 
be any hitch about your getting the body? They won’t 
refuse tojet you have it at the last minute?” 

“I don’t think so. Of course nothing’s absolutely sure. 
But I’ve signed all the papers. There’s no reason they should 
change their minds.” 

“No, I suppose not.” 

“I wouldn’t worry about that,” Fritz said almost gently. 

Mark closed his eyes. Buried alive, he thought. Buri^ 
alive. No. No. Sweat broke out all over his body. Why 
didn’t I think of that too? I should have told that madman. 
But then he thought: he didn’t mean it anyway. It was all 
madness. Everything he said was in his own mind. In 
that crazy circle alone the whole thing began and will 
£nish, from the 4ose of digitalis to the coffin. 

He opened his eyes and looked at Fritz. Fritz was looking 
at him with deep despondency. * 

“How will you know what time to go?” Mark said. 

“I’ll know when they telephone me. When I made the 
request they wouldn’t tell me the day or the hour. From 
what you say I know now it was because she was sick. 
They couldn’t tell me. But I left a telephone number that 
will reach me. They’ll call me up.” 



“Maybe they won’t. Maybe they’ll lose your number.” 

“They never lose anything. It’s on file. They’re very 
careful about everything.” 

He seemed very sure. And every one knew they were 
practical, were exact and did things by rule. Perhaps that 
part was secui]^ enough. But he still saw the number 
written on a scrap of paper, lost under a great heap of other 
papers, a living number buried alive under papers like dead 
leaves. 

He took out a handkerchief and wiped his face. 

“I think, Mr. Mirk, you’re going to be sick,” Frit* said. 

“No, I’m not. Don’t be a fool. Now tell me the rest. 
You call at the camp for the coffin. How do you propose to 
get it doyvD t6 the country?” 

“ 1 thoughtcfirst of taking it by train. Buying two tickets 
would be cheaper than hiring a camion. But the camion 
would be quicker and more convenient, because from the 
station to the village I’d have to get a sledge or something 
anyway. And besides, if she’s at the camp, as you say, the 
camion is the only thing.” 

“Would you hire a driver with the camion?” 

“ Of course.” 

“Can’t you drive yourself?” 

“Yes, I can. But then I’d have to put up a deposit for 
the camion.” 

“You’re sure you can drive?” 

“Didn’t I use to drive Madam’s car when she had 
one?” 

“That was a long time ago. Have you driven since? 
Have you a driver’s licence?” , . 

“Yes. For a week or so, the first of the year, I drove for 
a gentleman here.” • 

“Then you think you can drive it yourself.” 

“Mr. Mark, if it’s the money that’s worrying you ” 

“ Shut up,” Mark said. He got up and walked over to the 
window. He was afraid of everything. And he was afraid 
of Fritz too, afraid to tell him what he was thinking, afraid 
to open the door even a chink into that mad world he’d 
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shared. He could see Fritz peering in, incredulous and 
scornful. 

.. “How long will it take," he said, “to drive to your 
brother’s place?” 

“About two hours from town. Most of it will be over 
the big new auto road. But maybe more (becaacr there’ll ^ 
be snow up there, and off the main road it’s not cleared. 
And half an hour from the camp to town.” 

“Then we should get there before daylight to-morrow 
morning?” 

“Before daylight! No, we won’t *get there till mid- 
morning. If they send for me at daybreak Wednesday 
morning we’ll get there around noon.” 

Mark wrenched his collar around free of lus ne^k. 

“Fritz,” he said, and his voice sounded t© himself very 
feeble and young, “I think you’ll be called for around 
midnight to-morrow night.” 

“Ah, |o,” Fritz said. “You’ve had more news? Is the 
execution at midnight? I had figured it would be daybreak. 
If it’s at midnight we’ll certainly get there before daylight.” 

“I think there won’t be any execution.” 

He turned around and found Fritz looking at him with 
his head cocked a little to one side. 

“Is she worse?” he asked. 

Mark came back and sat down. He faced Fritz with 
resolution but Fritz said in a low voice, “It would be a 
blessing.” He shook his head several times, clasped his 
big, pale, flexible hands and sighed. He considered it all 
over. 

• “I’ve got to tell you something, Fritz. I’ve just come 
from talUng to the doctor of the prison. The one who 
operated on her. Maybe I mentioned him before. He’s 
a queer fellow. Damned queer. It seems he’s not entirely 
in sympathy with all of tUs. And he admires my mother 
a great deal. He used to know her. Or rather, he didn’t 
really know her, but that doesn’t matter either. The point 
is, he wants to save her.” 

Fritz, watching him first laxly, became suddenly alert. 
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The pupils of his eyes drew to a point and his pinkish, wide 
nostrils quivered. He said nothing. 

“What do you think of that?” Mark said. “Do you see 
any possibility of success?” 

> Fritz waited a moment. “How can I say?” he smd 
.finally. “I dpn’t know what the doctor had in 
mind.” 

“Well, he had this in mind: to produce a state like death 
in my mother, to sign her death certificate, put her in the 
coffin, and turn her over to us.” 

Fritz held himself so tensely not a breath stirred in him, 
then his breath escaped in a whistling sound. 

“That’s very dangerous,” be said. 

“ Is it, impossible ?” 

“I have no«way of knowing.” 

“Neither have I. But he says he’ll do it. He says he’s 
even begun the treatment to produce a state that’ll be taken 
for death. So perhaps he has. What I want to kn^w is this: 
if he does his part of it, what can we do?” 

Then he turned away from him to fumble again for a 
cigarette, not because he wanted one but to be doing some- 
thing, and not to see Fritz’s face. Not to look at incredulity, ' 
nor fear, nor instant repudiation. 

Men are all cowards. Look at them to-day. They only 
have the outward semblance of men, their semblance only 
remains to testify more shamefully to what they once 
were. He remembered a bullfight he’d seen as a young man 
in Mexico, when suddenly the bull broke before the steely, 
mincing advance of the matador and trotted away from 
hiin across the arena with an absurd show of hurrying abouv. 
his own affairs. In his flight all his exposed male force 
became helpless, ridiculous, and shameful. Mark had felt 
shamed for the bull and would have liked to cover him up. 
And lately he had seen much of the world’s population m 
the r61e of the bull. At first he’d have liked to cover it up. 
But he now accepted it. He’d accepted it with the rest of 
them, and quickly. The courage of the doctor he couldn’t 
believe. He thought of it as madness. To make a demand 



on any one for courage embarrassed him. Fritz was afraid, 
of course. He himself was afraid, and it was better to trot 
off than to risk anything, because if you don’t risk anything 
then you can live longer, maybe only a few minutes longer, 
but still longer. 

He lit his cigarette and glanced over at|Fritz. He was 
sitting on the edge of his chair, his knees pressed closely 
together, one hand enclosing the other hand tightly, and he 
was staring ahead of him, his ^es focused somewhere 
beyond the walls of the room. Then his nostrils began 
to dilate again in their rabbit way and a cold speculative 
look came into his eyes. 

“I ‘suppose we could do something,” he said. “Let’s* 
think it over.” * 

He didn’t speak with any bravado, rather doubtfully, 
but 'Mark gave a faint, incredulous laugh. 

“You think we really could?" 

“Why^ot? After all, he takes the worse chance. The 
rest ought to be possible.” 

“ Possible.” Mark wanted to laugh again. He wanted to 
laugh till it hurt. Old Fritz, the repairer of electric light 
‘switches, thought it was possible. He would consider the 
disposal of a helpless woman under sentence of death in 
the middle of a hostile country as an achievement worthy 
of him at last. 

“ Fritz,” he said. “ My God ” and he did laugh. But 

the sound of it warned him. He stopped abruptly. 

Fritz began to rub his hands together as though he were 
washing them. “Well now, let’s see,” he said. “I get a 
eamion, drive it myself and take it to the camp. Then I 
bring it^ack and meet you here. Or better not here. Better 
at the camp, or near by. The to’ifrn there will do. It’s a half- 
hour from camp. You can wait in a restaurant or somewhere 
we’ll decide on. The moment we leave you can open the 
coffin and get Madam Ritter out. That’s the beginning.” 

“It’s only the beginning though.” 

“ Of course, of course,” said Fritz impatiently. He went 
on rubbing his hands, staring in front of him with sparkling 
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eyes. He became alive with speculation. "H’m,” he said 
aloud, “ffm,” accepting or rqecting a possibility. 

“The co^ must go to the country and be buried,” 
he said finally. “That’s certain. I must get hold of some* 
thing to put in the coffin. I’ll go to a lumber yard and buy 
some short and) heavy logs. These we’ll sew up in an old 
quilt or something. I must bring a screwdriver, a hammer, 
and some extra nails. Now as to Madam Ritter " 

“Yes, that’s the trouble. The doctor suggested we take 
her to a hotel. Pretend she’s been run down by the camion 
on the road.” 

“ Won’t she be able to walk ?” 

“No, not for a time.” 

“That’s bad, of course. Will she be conscious?” 

“When the morphine wears off I suppose she will. 
But she can’t move about for a day at least.” 

“We certainly need Madam Ritter’s co-operation.” 

He seemed a bit set back by not being able to« count on 
her, meaning of course that he didn’t expect to count much 
on Mark. He scratched his Adam’s apple gingerly, looking 
at him with his head cocked on one side. 

“She’s a clever woman,” he said grudgingly. 

“Yes, but at first we’ve got to get along without her. 
The doctor suggested we take her to a hotel. Tell them 
we’d run her down on the road?” He watched Fritz closely. 
“What do you think of that?” 

Fritz got up and walked up and down the room. 

“There would be a few things to account for there. The 
first is, what was she doing on the road in the early morn- 
ing?” f 

“I can’t think,” said Mark. “Unless — ^how would it be 
if I got a car? And you rail into it. She and 1 driving, say. 
That seems more likely.” 

“Have you got a driver’s licence?” 

“No,” 

“Then that’s out. You couldn’t even hire a car without 
that.” 

“You might hire it.” 
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"No, the first thing after an accident would be to ash 
for your licence. No, that’s no good.” 

. He paused before Mark, stared down at him for a 
moment, and went on walking. 

Mark thought it must be near daylight. He looked at 
his watch, but it was only one-thirty. The yrhole eccentric ^ 
lag and rush of time add^ to his instability. , 

“It’s Tuesday,” he said dully. 

Fritz went on walking. 

“There’s got to be an accident,” Fritz said, “no doubt 
, about that. How ebe are we going to account for a helpless 
woman? But the hour’s wrong and the circumstances. 
Now try this; instead of before daybreak make it later.’ 
The first train up there gets in at eight-thirty.' Say you and 
Madam Ritter come in on the train, get off to enjoy the 
early morning air, and walk toward the village. It’s only 
five kilometres. On the way I run her down. I pick you 
both up ajid take you to the hotel.” 

“I’ve been there already.” 

“There are other hotels ” 

“They’ll think you’re damned careless, running down 
• women in broad daylight.” 

“I have the excuse of being on a sad errand. And the 
roads are covered with snow. Any one can skid. Or it could 
be another car that ran her down and went on. That’s 
even better. That lets me out of too much investigation. 

I come along and find you bending over her body. You 
haven’t seen the other car’s licence.” Fritz waved his hands 
dramatically. Mark thought, how he’s enjoying this. But 
suddenly he stopp|;d and his sour look came back to his face. 
“No, it “won’t do either,” he said. “There are too many 
weak spots in it.” * 

He snapped his long fingers and began to walk again. 

“Once there’s been an accident,” he said, “a rqmrt is 
made and the police stick their noses in. That hotel idea is 
bad. Now I’ve thought of another thing. Right near the 
village there’s an American lady living. She has a big 
house and lots of people stay with her. She’s known as a 
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better patriot than some who are born here. People in very 
high places are her friends ” 

“Wait a minute. You mean the Countess?” 

Fritz turned and looked at him in surprise. “ You know 
her?” 

“Yes.” ^ 

“You’re sure it’s the lady I mean?” 

“Of course. And if you think of our going there, that’s 
out too.” 

“Well,” Fritz gave up the idea reluctantly. “You could 
have gone there. W’e’d have staged the accident at her very 
door and no one need have reported it for quite a while. But 
'if she knows you already How on earth did you meet her ?” 

“I knew l*er in New York.” 

Fritz^lookpd at him cunningly. “You don’t know her 
very intimately by any chance?” 

“No.” 

“Oh, well.” Fritz gave a heavy disconsolate sigh and 
sat down again. His hands hung loosely clasped between 
his knees and he looked at the floor. “Then it’s the hotel,” 
he said, “ though it might be better to go to a farm. I don’t 
know. I’ll think it over. In any case you’d better both be 
natives of the country, since you speak the language perfectly. 
And I’d suggest man and wife rather than mother and 
son ” 

They sat in silence for a moment. 

“You ought to be able to stay in a farm, or even a hotel, 
for one day,” he said, “or maybe even two. Then you’ll 
have to move on. I don’t know what would happen about 
that. It’s uncertain. That afternoon will be the funeral. 
Right after that I’ll come back to town. I’ll drive up in the 
camion and I’ll set right about the passport.” 

“Oh, yes, the passport. Of course she can’t leave the 
country without a passport.” 

“Certainly not. I know a man who makes a business 
furnishing fake passports. They’re expensive, too. One 
costs about three hundred dollars. I can’t answer as to its 
getting her back into America though.” 
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“We’ll worry about that later. She’s got re-entry papers. 

I suppose the police took those?” 

“I don’t know. She didn’t leave them with me.” 

“Well, anyway, she took out first citizenship papers. 
They’ll help to identify her. Don’t worry about that now. 
You’re sure you can get a passport?” j 

“ Yes. I need a photograph though. Have you got one, 
one that could be rephotographed if necessary?” * 

Mark took out his wallet. In it was a small, staring 
photograph. It was an extra one of those made for her 
passport. She’d given it to him as a joke, just before she 
left. 

“Good!” Fritz exclaimed. He took it, examined it. 
carefully, and got out his own worn wallet. >He tucked it 
carefully inside, put the wallet back in an inside pocket, 
and 'patted it affectionately. 

“How had we better leave?” Mark said. “By train, by 
plane ?” 

“ We’ll decide that later too. But you’d best leave separ- 
ately. First Madam Ritter, then you. Clothes 1” he exclaimed 
suddenly, striking his forehead. “Of course she’ll need 
' clothes.” 

“Did she leave any with you?” 

“Yes, she did, but I gave them to my niece, I can get 
them back, of course. Only I’d rather my niece didn’t know. 
Perhaps we’d better buy more.” 

“I imagine they’d bury her in whatever she wore in 
prison. Some sort of nightgown.” 

“ You’d better let me buy them,” Fritz said. “ It will look 
Fitrange for a man of your sort to be shopping for a lady, 

I know Hittle pla^ to go. I’ll buy one bit here and one 
bit there.” # 

“She’ll need a fur coat.” 

“ Then you’d better buy that. It would look strange for 
me to be buying that. She’ll need a dress. A sort of suit I 
should think would do. Say,” Fritz raised his pale eyes to 
the ceiling and made a weaving gesture with his fingers, 
“say a knitted suit. I know a woman who makes them very 
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cheap. And shoes, stockings, gloves, and some sort of 
handbag. And underneath, I suppose a corset — what sort 
of corset do you think Madam likes.” 

“We’d better leave the corset out. I couldn’t get a corset 
on her — get petticoats, or slips I think they are. Anyway, 
ask some sales'^oman for a nice set of underwear for a lady. 
Say it’s a gift to someone.” 

' “You can leave it to me,” Fritz said confidently, “but 
you’d better buy the coat.” 

“The most important thing is to keep her warm.” 

“Yes, and the next most important thing is for her to 
look like a nice, inconspicuous, middle-class lady.” 

• “That will be hard,” Mark said. He laughed, almost 
naturally, and Fritz, as their eyes met, allowed himself to 
smile. ^ 

“This certainly puts a more cheerful aspect on things, 
eh, sir?” he said mildly. 

“Fritz,” Mark began. He felt weak from tnomentary 
relief and excitement. But they couldn’t go on like this, 
he thought, without some inquiry into the framework 
of what they were doing. “ Do you think this doctor chap 
can be trusted?” he asked. As he spoke he was hurt by his' 
own mistrust. He knew how much he wanted to believe 
in him. 

Fritz pursed his lips and raised his eyebrows. “Oh, as 

to that ” he said, “well, if you mean are his intentions 

honest, I should say they are. It would be a fairly elaborate 
plan jast to trap us with, don’t you think ?” 

“I don’t mean that. I know he’s honest about that. 1 
mean, do you think he can do what he says ?” 

“If he wants to try, we’ll have to take a chance.” 

“But you think it could be done?” 

Fritz considered. “What you want me to say, Mr. Mark, 
is that it can be done — well, that I can’t say.” 

“Aren’t you worried over what’ll happen to you if it 
can’t?” 

“Now see here,” Fritz said, “that also isn’t for us to 
consider. But I’ve lived through a lot of queer experiences 
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here lately. The world isn’t what it used to be, Mr. Mark. 
As to what happens to me,” he stopped and looked gloomily 
up at the ceiling. “I’ve had a hard life,” he said, biting the 
words off with a certain relish, "and Madam Ritter was 
pretty nearly the only good thing in it.” Suddenly he 
snapi^ his fingers and said in an exasperatefl voice, "What ^ 
are we wasting time over this for? Didn’t you say the 
treatment, or whatever it is, has started? It’s to*night 
then that they’ll send for me and I’ve got a lot to do between 
now and then. And so have you.” He got a pad and pencil 
out of his pocket. “We’d better write down what we have 
to do,” he said, balancing the pad on his knee. ^ 

“I {bought of another thing,” Mark said. “A hot-water 
bottle. That’s very necessary.” • 

Fritz began to make his list. “We’ll memorize them 
and then bum them,” he said. 

They talked a while longer. Fritz told him he would 
spend thafe night with his nephew and niece. They knew 
he was waiting to claim Madam Ritter’s body and it was 
their telephone number he’d left at the prison. When he 
was in town he slept in a room over their shop. As soon as 
*he got the call he’d get the camion and drive straight to 
the camp. Perhaps he could borrow their delivery wagon 
or pay them a little to rent it In the wagon would be a 
few heavy logs and some old quilts, a screwdriver, nails 
and hammer, the clothes he’d buy. 

Mark was to go sometime in the evening to a little 
• restatirant in the square of the village near the camp and 
wait there till the wagon drew up outside. He would bring 
the fur coat, hot-water bottle, a thermos of hot water, and 
all the money he could draw up to that time, first tourist 
money — as much as was due hint— and more at the regular 
rate of exchange, so as to be sure to have enough. 

On one slip of paper Fritz wrote “wagon— clothes — 
passport ” (if possible, “as I may find time for that to-day,” 
he explained ) — " logs — old quilts — screwdriver — shammer 
nails ” 

Then very neatly he wrote on another slip, “money— 
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luggage (you must be sure to bring your bags— you must 
look ^e a couple going to the country for a few days — 
fortunatdy, it’s near Easter. People go off like that for the 
holidays)— fur coat — ^hot-water bottle — thermos.” 

He studied them for a while. They looked like two 
. exceptionally ^leat shopping lists. ’’Can you think of 
anything else?” he asked. 

“No.” 

“Well, here’s the telephone number,” Fritz added it, 
“if anything unexpected turns up during the day you can 
phone me. Here’s the address of the shop, too, in case you 
have to see me. But if you do, please be calm and speak only 
'English. Then here’s the name of the restaurant ‘you’re 
to go to. iTon’t go too early. A bus leaves the Omtral 
Station at seven. That’s early enough. You don’t want 
to have every one begin to wonder who you are.” 

He laid a list on each knee and scrutinized them again. 
Then he handed one to Mark. He took out a matrh, lighted 
his own, and burned it, holding the paper out in his long, 
unhealthy-looking fingers. 

When it had dropped in charred flakes he got up and took 
out a large turnip watch. “I’ve got to be going,” he said.* 
“I’ve got a lot to do.” 

He took his overcoat from the bed and put it on, took his 
shabby Homburg and twirled it around his hands. 

“ Good-night, Mr. Mark,” he said, “ try to get some sleep. 
You look to me as though you were going to come down 
with something.” 

“I’m as well as you are,” Mark said. “Then, unless 
something turns up, we’ll meet around midnight to-nighv. 
O.K.?” 

“O.K., sir.” 

Mark held out his hand and Fritz shook it in his limp, 
cold one. 

“Good-night, Mr. Mark.” 

“Good-night.” 

Mark followed him to the door. He was reluctant to 
see him go, but there was no excuse for keeping him. He 
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did have a lot to do. And even Fritz presumably had to 
sleep and eat and function like other htunan beings. 

He watched Fritz make his way across the hall by the 
light from the open bedroom and let himself out, carefully 
closing the hall door behind him. 

And now he was alone again, and he felt sick, as Fritz 
had said. Perhaps it was exhaustion. Perhaps it \yas^ 
intolerable nervous strain. Perhaps it was lack of courage. 
Fritz would finish his work and go home to sleep. He was a 
brave man. The doctor, too, was probably asleep. He 
envied them. * 

He put his pillow at the footboard and taking off his 
coat stud shoes, lay down. He didn’t expect to sleep, and yet* 
he feared to drop off and sleep heavily. In his hand was still 
the paper. He lit his briquet and held it ou^ to burn. But 
once more he read, “money — ^luggage — fur coat — ^hot- 
water bottle — thermos.” He repeated the telephone number 
and the {Wo addresses. Then he burned the paper. He 
thought, the light’s too bright — must turn it off. 

Then before he could reach for it, he dozed off, accom- 
plishing in his half-consciousness what he still had to do 
awake. He rescued her under difficulties that loomed and 
dissolved, not once but many times, because to do it even 
once seemed never to be enough. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Mark woke u^L abruptly and looked around the unfamiliar 
'ropm. Is it over? he thought. Then he remembered. He 
looked at his watch. It was eight o’clock. He had slept 
toward morning heavily and it was later than he had planned. 
He got up and bathed and ordered his coffee. Then he told 
the maid who brought it that he was leaving that morning 
and wanted his bill, and he began to pack his few belongings. 
' The landlady knocked on the door and when he opened it 
she stood looking at him accusingly. 

“You are leaving!” 

“Yes, I’m going to join some friends on a trip.” 

“Ah, so.” She stepped into the room and walked around, 
examining with suspicion the bed, the washstai^ and the 
dressing table. She would have liked undoubtedly to find 
some damage to her {aroperty. Finding none she crushed 
out a cigarette he had left smoking in an ash tray and handed 
him a large piece of paper. 

It surprised him to find that the establishment could 
afford elaborately printed paper with all the possible items 
set down, also that it had a name. It was the Pension Eden. 
He paid the bill without question. 

When he left he took his bag and painting kit with him. 
He went to the railroad station and checked them in the 
baggage room. Then he began his shopping. He found the 
hot-water bottle with a flannel bag, an^ the thermos he 
bought in a chemist’s. Then he went to the Ahierican 
Express and drew out all the money due him at the tourist 
rate, and got five hundred dollars more at the regular 
exchange. To the young lady at the mail desk he asked 
where was the best place to buy a fur coat. She gave him an 
address and he thought suddenly to ask for mail. She 
brought him a letter. He saw at once it was from Sabina. 

He went outside and sat on a bench under the trees of 
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Maximilian Place. It was a long and strangely cheerful 
letter. She was feeling very well, the new clothes were 
fortunately very eflrective on her, and every one was talking 
about a plan in which a friend of theirs had got spedal 
notice. Bill was having a show this week. At the end she 
said, "I suppose you and Mama will be back^ny day now.”^ 
As he read it he thought Sabina had her owm courage. 
She was naturally melancholy, the only one of them who 
could always see in advance what would inevitably go wrong 
and could accept it. It made a sort of reserve around her 
, in the midst of their exuberant hopes ^d despairs, because 
she didn’t take a narcissus-like pleasure in her courage 
as mahy people do. Now she wrote cheerfully and as though* 
she believed there was nothing out of the wa*y in. this trip 
of his. • 

He found himself longing to have her here. Not only 
longing for her but suddenly homesick for New York. 
He was not used to thinking of New York with affection, 
thinking of it as home. The apartment they had now was 
the worst they’d ever had, the top floor of an old-fashioned 
house, a decent one, in the midst of a raddled quarter. On 
'these gray days of March you could smell the harbour. 
The sidewalks had a coating of foggy damp and grime, 
you heard the ships’ whistles, and sometimes a gull lighted 
on the iron railing of the stoop. Down Ninth Avenue the 
“ £1” rattled like a toy snake. 

He’d like to see Bill’s pictures. He’d like to be sitting in 
the first balcony — on a pass of course — getting up between 
acts, with the peculiar headache of theatres, to smoke a 
cigarette and disoiiss the second act on the fire-escape. He’d 
like to go with Sabina to Paula Godey’s house. (Was Sabina 
there that night he’d met the 'Countess ?) He wanted to 
talk again, to say whatever came into his head. He wanted 
to be free, to be unhtmted, to be imafraid. Such a spasm of 
homesickness came over him he could only close his eyes 
and set his teeth till it passed. A pigeon with a harsh whirr 
of wings came and lighted on his bench. 

He got up and went to the shop the girl had told him of. 
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A red-faced salesgirl with a hissing voice took him in 
charge. Yes, they had fur coats. She sat him on a small 
chair and brought several out on hangers to show him. 
They all smelled strongly of moth preventive. She told him 
with hissing enthusiasm that they were very chic. She 
^ pronovinced thb word in a peculiar way and used it a great 
deal — “wonderful,” “chic,” she cried as she held each one 
before him, “ the latest ideas of Paris.” 

He remembered Sabina and doubted that. “It’s got to 
be warm,” he said. 

“Oh, no,” she a^ured him. “At this time of year, no. 
It is spring. What the lady will want is chic, not wannth,” 
*and she showed him a short bolero jacket of some sort of 
leopard cat with leg of mutton sleeves. 

“You’ll permit me to know what the lady wants,” he 
said stiffly, but he felt confused and anxious over even the 
difficulties of this small transaction. Finally he selected 
a long coat of what appeared to be shaved sheep, dyed brown. 
It reminded him of the youngsters coming back from New 
Haven in frosty, red evenings, and their voices, joyous as 
pistol shots. It would be warm and he hoped it would be 
inconspicuous. It was also, he found, rather expensive.' 
He bought it and took it out over his arm. People would 
think he was an actor perhaps, or a tenor. 

And then suddenly he realized he had done ail he could 
do and that it was only eleven o’clock. There were at least 
twelve hours to wait, or rather, nine or ten hours until 
he could begin to wait. 

In what conceivable way could he fill in twelve hours 1 
These hours had their place in the plan «f what had to bfe 
gone through. They were important as part of the plan 
but their importance was hot in a form that was tangible. 
They were the negative phase, in them it was only necessary 
that certain things did not happen. That he was not follow^ 
by someone from the Secret Police, that he did not become 
involved in any accident — a motor crash perhaps — or even 
with someone turning up (what on earth are you doing 
here?) — ^that he break no rule or regulation, attract no 
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attention in any way. Also that he fight off despair and fear 
and lassitude. 

But I’ve got to do something, he thought. A gallery 
perhaps. I’ll go to see those Rubens. Or perhaps go out to 
the Country Palace, look at her famous blue and silver 
room. No, that’s too far. It would take t^o long. And t^ 
hell with them anyway, blue rooms and Rubens and galleries 
of quaint little peasant arts. 

It was a warm day, cloudy and grey. He noticed tiny 
buds on the trees and saw he had walked as far as the English 
Garden. The Countess had said she lived near here. He’d 
never even seen her house. I’ll go and look at it, he thought. 
I won’t go in, not after the way she ran from me. It might 
be dangerous to see her. But then he thought, sha wouldn’t 
even be dangerous. She wasn’t a woman to %ke any action, 
either for or against him. She was all an ambiguous but 
empty kindness. Nothing about her to take hold of. Stupid 
really. Not interesting in any way. He walked more briskly 
along the edge of the gardens, walked till he saw a big white 
house, square and a little Greekish-looking, on the garden 
side. He couldn’t remember if she’d told him the number 
but here was Ohm Street, just passed on the left. 

Yes, it was the only house on the garden side. He walked 
up close enough to see at the windows the pale linings and 
edges of yellow brocade curtains, the lyre back of a chair. 
In another window a grey cat sat under a spray of forsythia. 
From an upper window, left open, white flounced curtains 
stirred in a slight breeze. It was certainly her house. It 
had her “ air.” 

* He went up*three steps to the front door and stood 
between clipped shrubs in painted tubs. He rang the bell. 

When no one came he ranf again, murmuring indig> 
nantly that he’d seen a window open and someone was 
surely there. He heard footsteps inside and suddenly his 
blood began to run quickly. Only a door stood between 
him and her own special world, strongly feminine, muted, 
and mysterious. In it he knew now exactly what he hoped 
to find, what he’d come here for, something revealed in 
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the last look she had given him, just as he was already 
turning from her in the crowded Odeon. He had been too 
angry and too alarmed, too much already on his way, to 
see what it was. But still the look had entered his conscious* 
ness and settled there. It had denied everything she said 
^<^d had even denied her flight. 

S(\. little maid opened the door. She was in a striped 
dress with a big apron over it and a white handkerchief 
tied around her hair. She had a broom in her hand. She 
looked sturprised. 

"Is the Countess* at home?” he asked, but already he 
knew she wasn’t. 

“She is not in town, sir," the maid said. “She left not 
fifteen minutes ago.” 

“Oh — ^fifteen minutes ago.” 

“Fifteen minutes,” the maid repeated. 

“Do you know when she’ll be back?” 

“Not for a week. She and the young ladies have gone 
to the country." 

“I see.” 

“Who shall I say called?” 

“ It doesn’t matter,” he said. 

He went down the steps and stood blankly on the side- 
walk. He cursed himself for a full moment. I imagined 
it all, he said. Thank God I needn’t see her again. 

Now it was twelve o’clock. Now by walking all the 
long way back again he could have lunch somewhere and 
that might take him up to two o’clock. He walked slowly, 
holding the heavy coat, back along the garden by the palace 
and along Theatre Street, and finally into one of the business 
streets running o£f from the Town Hall. There heVound a 
big, clean restaurant vaguHy like a Childs’ restaurant at 
home. It was bare of local colour. Foreigners didn’t come 
and no one wanted them. Townspeople, shopkeepers come 
here, small business men, women typists and such, to get 
a cheap meal and not to sit too long over it. The ceiling 
was high and the floor was tiled and the place full of echoing 
sounds, plates rattling, voices, the stamping feet of the big, 
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sturdy waitresses, and an air of small cnmmerce and 
industrious effort. He ordered a veal cutlet and a glass of 
beer. Neither was very good. But he took a long time to 
eat them. After he had eaten and paid his bill he saw that 
it was two-thirty. 

He walked again, the fur coat heavy ()n his arm. He 
looked in shop windows, seeing beautiful radio sets and 
postcards of the dty and porcelains. Some time after three 
he went into a movie. He saw a few propaganda news reels 
and then a long historical film taken against an Italian 
backgrotmd of fabulous beauty. It was* he gathered, a story 
of Giovanni de Medici, and among the various liberties 
takeir with his career he was hardly surprised to find that 
he became in the end an Heroic Leader, a ‘Superman, A 
Redeemer of Wrongs, an Upholder of Race Purity, a Unifier, 
a Boy Scout. His death was so edifying that the audience 
yawned. Still, Mark felt safe in the darkness of the little 
theatre, was like being buried in a deep bed. The reeling 
of the film acted as a clock ticking, it made him conscious 
that time did indeed go forward. But when the film began 
to repeat he couldn’t stand it. It had the nightmare quality 
then of the thing to be done over and over and never 
accomplished. That he couldn’t stand. 

He got up and walked down the aisle and when he pushed 
through the curtain he saw that it was dark outside. Street 
lights were on and a show window across the way held in 
its glittering cavern various fancy lamps and crystalline 
electrical fixtures. 

It was cold and damp now and a chill struck him through 
his light overcoa|. And it was night. The day of waiting, 
of susp&ision, was over — the implacable, hazardous night 
had come. * 

It was six o’clock. His bus left from the central railroad 
station at seven o’clock. He had his packages, the coat, 
the thermos and hot-water bottle tied together, but he had 
to get his two bags left checked at the station. He was 
suddenly afraid he’d miss the bus, the last of the day. He 
hailed a taxi to take him to the station. It was not actually 
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as dark as he’d thought. Over the roo& he saw a greenish 
sky, bruise colour, and the shapes of a few trees moved 
against it. In Maximilian Place people were walking home 
in the lamplight under the trees. 

At the station he went to the baggage room and collected 
^s two bags. I'^ow he had two bags, a package, and a fur 
coMt. It was three-quarters of an hour before the bus would 
leave. He bought his ticket and as he spoke the name a 
feeling of dread struck him in the pit of the stomach. What 
am I doing here — agoing to this place — ^is she really there? 

When he went baick and sat down he said again to himself, 
but is she really there? Is she really alive? Is it all true? 
‘At this moment she’s perhaps dead. Or perhaps something 
is going.wro'ng. Perhaps she is being put in the coffin 
and they haven’t sent word to Fritz. Perhaps something 
has happened to Fritz. He also had to live through the day 
without any accidents. Maybe they’ve arrested him. Maybe 
they’ve lost his telephone number. Maybe they never 
intended to notify him at all. 

He asked if there was a telephone and someone directed 
him to it. He called the numl^ Fritz had given him and 
waited to hear his voice over the wire. He had a bad cramp > 
in the bowels. I’ve eaten something bad, he thought. The 
cutlet must have been spoiled. He said to the operator, 
“Please ring again — I know there is someone there.” 

A voice came, but it wasn’t Fritz’s voice. It was a young 
woman’s voice, he thought. Breathless, as though she’d 
been running or was frightened. He asked for Fritz 
Keller. 

“He is not here,” she said. ^ 

“When will he be back?” * 

“In a few minutes.” * 

“ You’re sure ?” 

“What do you say?” 

“Are you sure he’ll be back in a few minutes?” 

“Yes, he’ll be back in a few minutes.” 

Has something gone wrong? Has Fritz run out? Why 
isn’t he there? Suppose they were to call from the camp, 
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now, earlier than he expected. Was this the niece? Why 
was she out of breath? 

“Any message to leave?” 

“ No message.” He hung up. 

He went back to wait. Now the bus l«j^t in thirty-five 
minutes. 

He knew he couldn’t wait. Besides, he might be aick 
on the bus. 

He’d take a taxi, and stop by Fritz’s place and find out 
if he was there, and then drive on to the town. He went 
out to the side door where the taxis were and got in one, 
but just as he was about to give Fritz’ address he thought. 
No: It’s better I shouldn’t turn up there. Fritz has just gone 
out for a moment. Surely Fritz can go out for a, moment. 
I mustn’t lose my head. I’ll do what we planned. 

He told the driver where he wanted to go and arranged 
the price. They started oflr. 

As they passed through the streets the lights in the 
houses gave him a sick feeling of longing. They came to 
the subtxrbs of the town and there the pain in his bowels 
grew worse. 

“Driver,” he said, “stop a minute.” 

The driver drew the car to a curb. 

“ I feel a little sick,” Mark said, “ I want to stop somewhere 
where I can get a glass of brandy.” 

The driver went slowly on and stopped before a little 
caf6. He turned around and Mark saw he had a grave face 
full of seams and folds as though underneath he’d grown too 
thin for it. 

* “I’l^get it for you, sir, if you’d like.” 

Mark gave him the money and in a moment he came 
out with a glass. Mark drained it and felt better. The 
scorch of it eased the pain and made him a little numb. 

“Better?” the driver asked. 

“Yes, thanks.” 

“It’s the chill,” the driver said. 

“ Get one for yourself,” Mark said. 

“Thank you.” 
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The driver took the glass back. Presently he came back 
and dimbed in, turned around and handed Mark his change. 
He looked at him soberly. 

“Better?” he repeated. 

“Yes.” j 
^ They drove on. 

Outside the town the driver said, “Are you going to the 
Brickmakers’ Tavern, or have you another inn?” 

“Just to the town.” 

After a while the driver said, “It’s a pretty town. At 
least the country’s ‘ pretty. There’s a ^e view of the 
mountains from the Palace garden.” 

“ Yes, so I hear.” 

“A museum, too. A museum of the history of 
civilization.” * 

Mark wondered if he imagined a note of irony in the 
heavy grave voice. There were less lights now to look at. 

He smoked a cigarette. Then he closed his* eyes and 
leaned his head back. Just before they reached the town he 
opened his eyes and the name of it flashed out on a roadside 
sign. Then a little later the driver drew up in a small 
square. 

“Where do you want to go?” he asked. 

“Isn’t there a little caft here on the square?” 

“You can get coflfee or beer over there.” Mark saw the 
name of the caf6 and it was the one Fritz had given him. 
The driver turned the car and crossed the square. 

Mark got out, holding his coat and parcel. The driver 
took out his bag and painting box as though he would carry 
them into the cafr for him. Then he changed his mind' 
suddenly and set them down on the ground. As Mark paid 
him the man said nothing, only watching closely his hands 
count out the change. 

Mark saw two men in militia uniforms standing on the 
edge of the walk. The driver had seen them first. He took 
the money with a thank you, but without looking at Mark, 
and got in bis taxi and drove off. 

The militia men stared at Mark curiously. He put the 
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coat over his shoulder, the package under his arm, and 
picked up his bags. 

Outside the caffi were a few iron tables with chairs 
turned upside down against them, an awning rolled up 
for the night and a few plants in tubs. Inside was a big 
white room which seemed empty at first beclkuse there were 
so many marble>topped tables with no one at them, iff* 
the centre of each table was a little glass for toothpicks 
and another of paper napkins. 

Two men were sitting at one table. They weren’t looking 
at each other and they didn’t speak. Atross the room four 
men were playing cards and one man sat a little back and 
watched them. One after the other, they leaned far over’ 
the table, holding a card poised while considdring.the play, 
then slapping it down with a muffled sound.* 

Mark’s shoes as he crossed the room made a loud squeak- 
ing and his chair scraped back harshly as he pulled it out 
to sit doMqi. He pnt his bags by the table and laid the coat 
and parcel on a chair beside him. As he settled himself 
the two men who sat in silence watched him with dull, 
bored eyes, but the card players only glanced up indifferently. 
The cards as they were slapped down became the only sound 
m the room. 

Mark felt that someone had wished to make this place 
into a caf6 but had given up the idea almost as soon as he 
began. There was the blight on it of a dreary impersonality. 
It was a queer place for this country. Here in every beer 
hall and coffee house and eating place the diverse states 
of mind of the clients, jovial, eccentric, or melancholy, 
seemed to him t<j form a slow, rich compost on the wails. 
But nof here. And it was m this place, nearly void of 
distraction and filled with the* chill and weariness of a 
waiting-room that he must now sit until he heard the 
sound of a camion outside. 

From an inner door a waiter appeared in a white apron, 
with a napkin under his arm. He was an old man with an 
ash-coloured face that looked numb, as though at one time 
it had been paralyzed. 
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“I’d like some cofFee,” Mark said, “very strong and hot, 
please.” 

The waiter nodded and leaned over, wiping the table top 
with his napkin, then walked slowly across to the kitchen. 

Mark leaned against the table and thought, yes, it’s 
here that I’ll have to wait. For hours perhaps. Perhaps 
Wst of the night. I’ll know this pale, blank room as I’ll 
never know any other place on earth. I’ll remember the 
look of it, the sound of those playing cards as they fall, 
and the smell of the chilly, damp air, the grey mottled 
marble of the table and how cool it feels, I’ll know all these 
forever. And he couldn’t remember anything else in his 
whole life. Not New York, not his trip here, not an;y thing 
that had Jiappened up to now. 

The waiter brought him his coffee and a newspaper 
with a few pages missing. He drank the coffee and felt 
better. But he was really sick. He had to cross the room 
several times to the little toilet that opened off^a narrow 
hall lighted by a flickering bulb. Each time he got up, the 
men at the tables glanced after him. 

Two men in uniform came in. On their caps were skull 
and cross bones. They sat down at a table near the door and 
ordered beer. They talked in such natural voices, loud and 
unconcerned, that they made Mark think of real men 
moving in a museum full of wax figures. No one there 
appeared to notice them. One of the two men who sat 
without talking got a newspaper from the waiter and began 
to read, the other picked his teeth slowly and absently. 
At the other table the slow motion card game with occasional 
muffled words went on. The waiter, a^er he’d brought 
the newcomers beer, leaned against the wall, hiS arms 
crossed, looking vacantly across the room. 

Mark caught his eye and motioned for a second cup. 
When the waiter brought it he asked him in a low voice, 
“Who are they?” 

The waiter took the white napkin off his arm and leaned 
over again to wipe off the table. “Political police,” he 
whispered. 
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Mark looked at them furtively, but his eyes seemed to be 
dimmed, he couldn’t see their faces clearly, only two reddish 
blurs with the caps set well back, showing their ears. He 
couldn’t even be sure whether they were looking at him. 

He began to count the mottling and crocks in his table 
top. With his finger he made a design around them. 

If they ask me what I’m doing here, what shall I 

He watched them under his lower lids making his design 
always with one finger. Each time they lifted a glass or 
tum^ their heads he felt a sharp fear but he couldn’t be sure 
yet whether they were conscious of him. Gradually he 
felt better and he made no more trips to the toilet. He 
opened the damp newspaper and pretended to read it. 

Outside in the night a distant rumble bc^an jind came 
nearer. At first Mark thought it was thui^er. Then he 
thought, no, it’s a camion. Perhaps it’s Fritz already. If 
it were Fritz he would stop. This was the appointed place. 
He wanted to get up, to run to the door and look out, but 
he didn’t 3are move for fear of attracting the attention of 
the police. 

But the two men who weren’t playing cards got up and 
went to the door. And then Mark got up and followed them. 
The noise of the camion seemed so loud it almost made a 
cover for him. He saw when he got to the door that it had 
grown misty outside: a white ground fog was lying along 
the street and the lights were milky and blurred in it. Two 
camions drove up. They were filled with men in dark green 
uniforms. The two militia men who had been outside got 
in one of them and the camions rolled off The two men 
'vhu had come tQ the door said good-night and separated, 
going iA opposite directions across the square. Mark came 
back and sat down. ' 

After that at intervals he heard more camions or cars 
pass, and once the explosive machine-gun sound of a motor- 
cycle. The mist was too thick on the panes now to see and 
he didn’t get up to look again. 

When the waiter brought lus third cup Mark said, 
“It seems misty.” 


E. 
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"Yes, a mist often comes up at night. It*s fixim the 
marshes. Unhealthy,” he said. 

The two political police stayed at their table drinking 
beer. The card, game went on. In this ashen place it seemed 
he was going to live forever. He was hung, he felt, like a 
drop of water on a pane. One breath would send him 
Sledding down to dissolution. He was afraid nearly to 
breathe. If they asked him what he was doing here he still 
didn’t know what to say. 

Then suddenly he couldn’t stand it. He called the waiter 
again. “ Have you got a pack of cards ?" 

“Yes, sir." 

He brought him a worn pack and set it down befortf him. 

“And, more coffee,” Mark said. “Make it stronger, 
will you, and< bring me a glass of brandy to put in it. I 
don’t feel well.” 

He lit a cigarette and began to lay out a hand of Canfield. 
His arms ached with weakness as he played. But ^his helped 
him a little, made him feel less suspended on a long slide of 
fear. He took a few deep breaths and went on playing. He 
heard several cars pass and more camions. 

He said to himself, if I win this game we’ll succeed. Or 
if I make thirty points we’ll succeed. This one doesn’t 
count. If I make ten points the police won’t speak to me. 
If I make less they will. If I make ten points the next camion 
will stop here — or the next one will. 

Then for a time nothing passed at all. He had no further 
idea of time. It had broken like a great machin e belt and 
the wheels no longer turned. He simply knew that he wasn’t 
hearing anything more outside. Also the mist was very 
thick, and what was to happen over there was surely nappen- 
ing. Certain inevitable thitfgs already had come to pass. 

He said to himself that he wouldn’t keep looking at his 
watch, and he hadn’t once taken it out. But presently the 
old waiter came up and leaned over him. 

“Do you want anything else, sir?” 

“ No, not now — ^why ?” 

“We’re closing in half an hour.” 
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“ Closing r Fritz hadn’t thought of that. Where would 
he go when the place closed? 

“What time is it?” 

“Half-past eleven.” ^ 

“You close at midnight?” / 

“Yes, sir. They’re pretty strict here becatjse of ” 

He nodded over his shoulder. He again absently wiped ffie 
table. 

“ Do you put them out too ?” Mark asked. 

“ Well, no sir. They’ll leave around twelve. They know 
the regulations. But if they should stay a little longer we’d 
stay open a few minutes for them.” 

Hfe moved off and Mark began to shuffle the cards again! 
If I were clever, he thought, if I had any gute. I’d think of 
some thi ng to explain why I’m here, and manage to keep 
the* place open longer, and I’d think of a reason for my 
going with Fritz when he comes. 

Now i^hat could that be? 

Then for the first time he took out his watch. It was 
twenty-five minutes to twelve. 

Whatever was to be was already begun. Was she alive 
still? Or was she dead? He said: certainly she is dead. It 
couldn’t have been done, he thought. She couldn’t stand 
it. The doctor knew that. But he didn’t feel the anguish of 
her death. She’s dead, he repeated to himself. He still didn’t 
feel the anguish of her death. She’s dead, he repeated to 
himself. He still didn’t feel it. 

The two men of the police got up and came toward him. 
Here it is, he thought, and the sharp cramp went through 
him again. But Jie put a black five on a black four on the 
top ro^ of aces and that brought to light a red six he 
ne^ed. * 

The two men stood just behind him and watched him 
over his shoulders. 

“ What’s the game ?” one said. He had a loud young voice, 
not of itself terrifying. 

“ It’s an American game,” Mark said. 

The men watched him for a moment. He saw the old 
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waiter across the room standing by the wall. He was trying 
to appear xmconcemed, his arms were crossed and his look 
was scattered. But Mark knew he was intent on what the 
police were d(^ing. Even the men at the card table were 
glancing at hii^ furtively. One of the police came around 
the table and sat down opposite Mark and the other came 
Shd stood behind his chair. Their eyes were still on Mark’s 
cards. With* a hand that seemed half paralysed he lifted 
another card over and looked at it. He felt he couldn’t 
keep his hand from trembling a moment longer. He put 
the cards down anA felt in his pocket for his cigarette 
case. He held it out, open. 

* “ Have a cigarette?” he said. * 

Both 9ien 'declined with curt nods. Mark took one out 
and lit his briquet. By holding both hands together over it, 
as though he were in a high wind, he managed to steady it. 

“What are you doing here?” one of them said abruptly. 
It was the seated man. Mark picked up his cardg again. 

■ Here it was. And instead of paralysing him further it 
set something loose in him. His blood began to flow warmly 
through him. He looked directly at the men for the first 
time. They were young and he couldn’t tell whether their 
faces were really brutal or only unformed, insensitive. 
They had, both of them, straw coloured hair, pale eyes. 
Yes, they had the lumpish, slightly brutal look that some 
children have. 

“What am I doing here?” he repeated He frowned at 
them and looked them up and down with insolence. “I 
don’t like your manner. I might ask what you’re doing 
here at my table.” , • 

The seated one stared at him with opaque, expre^ionless 
eyes. There were fine haflr-like blood-vessels showing in 
the white. “Political pohce,” he said briefly. 

Mark shrugged. “Yes, I’ve heard of you. Well, I’m an 
American.” 

“You have your passport?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Let’s see it.” 
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Mark tried to look like an innocent foreigner, both 
puzzled and outraged. He hesitated. “I suppose you have to 
see it,” he said. He took it out and let it skid across the 
table. The man reached out a hand with-extraordinarily 
stubby fingers and took it. The other leaned over him to 
examine it with him. The passport was ^ right— if they 
hadn’t heard the name before and hadn’t been told to liifSk 
out for it. They could examine it till Doomsday. They 
looked at it a long time. Then they handed it back. Mark 
took it and put it back in his pocket. With an ofifended air 
he took up the cards again. * 

“What are you doing here?” the man said. 

“I’m here to meet a friend,” Mark said. * 

“What friend?” * . 

Mark put his cards down with a bang, ^he noise they 
made was sharp in the flat silence of the room. Every one in 
the room look^ at him. 

“I stippose you’re required to annoy foreigners,” he 
said sarcastically. “ Well, I’ll tell you. I have a friend who 
is also in the political police. A doctor.” As he said the 
words he telt a queer steadying, as though a strong hand 
reached out to him 

“What’s his name?” 

“His name is Ditten.” 

“ You want to meet him here ? Why ?• 

“He’s attached to the camp.” 

“ Where is he now ?” 

“I suppose he’s at the camp. He phoned me to meet him 
here.” 

• “ How did yQU come ?” 

a taxi. See here, you have no right to ask all this. 
Is this a police coturt?” * 

“You’re required to answer all questions.” 

It wasn’t hard to pretend rage: he was really feeling it. 
His face began to get hot. 

“Why does Dr. Ditten want you to meet him here?” 

“ He’s a friend, 1 told you. An old Mend. We did some 
work in Vienna together.” 
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“Are you a doctor?” 

“Yes. He’s doing some special work out there. He 
thought I’d be interested. I was to meet him and go there 
with him. I miut have just missed him.” 

“What time^d he say to meet him?” 

“ He said seven-thirty, but I was late. My taxi had some 
ti^ble on the road.” 

“You expect to go on waiting here? All night?” 

“I think he gave me up and went on to camp. I’ll wait 
to see if he stops on his way back.” 

Every one in the caft was listening and the police were 
enjoying this. They made their curt inquiries with a self- 
satisfied air. They felt very important and very much in 
the know, * 

“ What did you say his name is ?” 

“His name is Ditten. Dr. Ditten.” 

The two men looked at each other. The man in the chair 
said, “There’s no Dr. Ditten at the camp.” # 

The old waiter had been moving closer. Now he stepped 
up to them. “Excuse me, gentlemen,” he said, “but there is 
a Dr. Ditten. He often stops here for a beer on his way to 
and from town. He is of the Political Police. He’s handling 
a special case out there, it seems.” 

“What do you know about him?” 

As the seated man looked up at the waiter his face 
congested, and Mark felt that if a foreigner hadn’t been 
there he might have struck him. The old, dimmed face 
of the waiter showed a flicker of distress. He said, more 
hesitatingly, “Dr. Ditten came here once with another 
man.” He leaned over and whispered the* man’s name in* 
the ear of the policeman. Then he said apologetically, 
“Every one knows him, of course. It’s Dr. Ditten’s uncle. 
Then later the Commander of the camp came in his car and 
I heard him speak of Dr. Ditten. They all drove away 
together. After that I knew who Dr. Ditten was.” 

The flush died out of the policeman’s face but the look 
of rage grew deeper. The man standing lifted his eyebrows 
and gave a childish whistle. He wasn’t displeased at the 
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discomfiture of the man \vho had done the questioning. It 
v«ras obviously an awlcward moment for him. 

The man got up. “You are Dr. Ditten’s friend," he 
said bnisquely. . 

“I told you that," Mark said, with a]/ his arrogance 
intact now. 

“Then your presence is explained. I’m sorry to hrf^e 
inconvenienced you.” 

Mark nodded slightly, still keeping his offended ex- 
pression. The two police clicked their heels, saluted and 
walked over to the door. There the^ stood looking out 
into the street. 

Mark was stunned by the sudden relief. How had that 
business of meeting Ditten here come to h*m? .Maybe it 
wasn’t a very good story. Maybe, except for the waiter 
coming in with the arresting name of the uncle, it wouldn’t 
have worked. But it had worked for the time and that was 
enough. .^Iso it had shown him that even he must have 
reservoirs of strength and resource under the envelopment 
of fear. That fear as he was knowing it now was too new, 
perhaps, to impair him as much as he thought. All the 
time he had believed himself paralysed he was capable of 
producing that story. He felt a faint flicker of pride in him- 
self, but he also thought, more deeply, I owed that also to 
the doctor. 

That passed quickly away. The two police had not 
gone. They were still standing in the door. When they 
left he would feel safer, but then the place would close and 
he couldn’t stand outside to wait for Fritz. Not for long 
Anyway. Somectfie would question him again. 

Pernaps the place had a room to rent. He looked around 
for the waiter but he wasn’t ih the room. Now the card 
players got up and with good-nights and salutes to the 
police went out. 

Five minutes to twelve. The waiter came back and Mark 
beckoned him again. 

“ If you have any hot water out there,” he said, “ fill these 
two for me, will you ? I’m feeling sick and I may need them." 



He untied the parcel and gave the water bottle and 
thermos to the waiter. The waiter looked at them blankly 
and then took them, one in each hand, to the kitchen. 

Presently hf came back with them and laid them on the 
table. Mark evened his bag and put them in. The waiter 
watched him. Then he laid his bill before him. 

^Mark took out a good-sized note. “Keep the change,” 
he said. The waiter looked at it, surprised. A mistake, 
Mark thought. He said casually, “You helped me to get 
rid of those fellows. Tell me, as it’s so late and Dr. Ditten 
hasn’t come, could you put me up here for the night? Any 
sort of room would do me. I feel too badly to back to 
town this late.” 

The v^aiter looked at the money in the tray he carried. 
He seemed thoughtful, but his old face showed very little. 
Then he said, “No, sir, I’m afraid there is no room.” 

“Then is there a room anywhere in town?” 

“Yes, sir. There are several good hotels, the Brackmaker’s 
Inn, for instance.” 

Shall I go there? Mark thought. No. This was the 
place to meet him. If he doesn’t come I must go back to 
town. Find out if he’s turned up there. Or go down to the 
country. But I must stay here as long as I can. 

He looked at the waiter and imagined he saw a warning 
in his abstract, waiting look. Perhaps he suspected his 
story. Perhaps Ditten had come in earlier in the evening, 
obviously expecting to meet no one, leaving no message 
for any one who might come later. Perhaps he hadn’t 
come in at all. The waiter must think Mark had strained 
his luck tar enough. ♦ ^ 

He took the fur coat from the chair and got up, took his 
bags and carried them to the door. As he crossed the room 
Mark saw his two police had been joined by another man in 
uniform. This one had been standing just outside the door 
talking to them. As Mark came up the police who had 
questioned him touched his cap: “Excuse me, please, this 
man here says Dr. Ditten left the camp well over an hour 
ago. He must have gone straight back to town.” 
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"Thanks,” Mark said. He turned to the man. "You say 
he left over an hour ago?” 

"Yes, sir.” 

Mark stepped out on the sidewalk. Thf whole little 
town was covered in white mist. Only thf nearby street 
lamps showed in it. The houses were all wiped out, not a 
light came from them. Mark listened. There was no souifS 
in the night. God, or somebody, help me, he thought. 

"I shotild think he’d have stopped for me,” he grumbled 
loud enough to be heard. "Well,” he said to the waiter, 

, "I guess there’s nothing to do but take a taxi back to town. 
Where do I get one?” ^ 

“I’ll phone for one,” the waiter said. “There won’t be 
any around town this late. I can’t get one before twenty 
minutes or so.” * 

“ All right. Please phone.” 

The waiter went inside. There was no one on the street. 
There wasVt a sound on the road. 

A small car stood in front of the cafi£. The two police 
stepped out and joined their companion on the sidewalk. 
After a moment’s talk they went over and got in the car. 

* At last they were going away. 

But they got in and sat there talking. Mark couldn’t 
hear what they said and he was afraid they were talking 
about him. (Fishy story that fellow told. Suppose we pick 
him up and take him to headquarters.) 

His story had been stupid, and worse than stupid because 
it involved the doctor. He had no right to connect himself 
with him They might call him up, and he’d say oh, yes. 
He’s m)^ friend aU right. But then where was Fritz? In 
the meantime they might have^picked up Fritz, and this 
story of his, if it came out that he was Emmy’s son, would 
take the doctor’s last chance away. The doctor would be 
less able to insist then that he’d only made a grave mistake 
in thinking Madam Ritter dead. 

Mark was no longer pleased with himself. He was cold 
with shame at having told it. 

Inside the caf6 the waiter was turning off the lights. 
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Only one he left on. He came to the door and said to Mark, 
“Would you like to wait inside, sir? I have to dean up. 
It’ll take me a few minutes.” 

“No thanlB. Did you get a taxi?” 

“Yes, sir. ^ne’ll be here in a little while.” 

He let down an outside shutter and went inside again. 
%ark saw him through the glass of the door. He wiped all 
the tables and then took a broom and began to sweep. 

Mark stood helplessly on the sidewalk. The only light 
now came through the glass door and he was in a white, 
cold bath of mist. *One of the police in their car called out , 
to him, “ Good-night.” They seemed to have got over their 
awe at the uncle’s name, and the other policeman echoed 
the good-ni^t with a mimicking, mocking sound. Then 
their engine started with a sputter. But it was cold and a 
series of sharp reports came from the exhaust. The car 
wouldn’t move. 

In the noise they made, Mark would have lilf^ to shout 
at them, get out, for God’s sake, get out I 

Finally with a jerk they lurched forward and at that 
moment a halo of light came out of the thick mist. They 
swerved just in time to avoid something dark that appeared' 
to be steaming up at them. They hadn’t heard it coming 
for the noise they made. “Careful!” they shouted. But 
they swerved past and on in explosions of ^aust and were 
sw^lowed at once in the fog. A strong smell of gasoline 
filled the misty air. 

With scree^ng brakes a delivery wagon stopped a little 
beyond the caffi. Mark ran to it and saw in black letters on 
the side, Ebers deanttig and Dyeing. Satisfaction guaranteed, ' 

He looked up into the pale face of Fritz. The mist threw 
the headlights back on to his face and long shadows streamed 
up from his nose and eyes. He looked down like a tnan who 
had just been hit and was slightly stunned. 

“You were going too fast,” Mark said. 

“ Yes, that was a close shave.” 

“It was the police.” 

“Get up,” Fritz said. 
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Mark looked back at the caf6 behind him. He could see 
the old waiter inside in the light of one bulb, sweeping the 
floor with a tired, slow motion of his arms. Mark threw 
his two bags and the coat up to Fritz and got np beside him 
on the driver’s seat. Fritz threw in the clutch ind they rolled 
down the slippery street of the town. They could see only 
the aureoled street lamps and when those ended they kne^ 
they were in the open country. 

Fritz drew over to the side of the road and stopped. 
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tHAPTER NINETEEN 

Without turning off the engine he turned around and 
Mark, seeing his white face with all the flying shadows, 
thought, she’s dead. 

He said, like an echo of himself, "She’s dead.” . 

Fritz said, “You’d better get back and see.” , 

“You don’t know?” 

“I didn’t dare wait till 1 picked you up It’s quitfc a way 
here. I»drew off the road, a little after I left the camp, 
and I got her out. I was afraid she’d suffocate.” 

“Was she alive then?” 

“I think so But she was so low you could hardly tell.” 

Mark thought. It’s enough for now if sh^ alive, and 
enough that Fritz has already taken the first step and got 
her out. Mark could never have faced the horror of that. 
Opening the coflin, seeing her face in it Seeing her dead. 
Or even seeing her alive in those narrow boards. * 

“That’s why I’m late,” Fritz said. “I had to get the lid 
off and then lift her out. She’s heavy. I wrapped her in 
some old quilts. Just as 1 got started again the police stopped 
me. They looked at my permit and my licence. I had to 
explain everything. God be thanked they didn’t look 
inside.” 

“ What’ll we do now ?” 

“ We’ve got a long way to go. You get back and keep hter 
warm. The clothes are in a paper bundle. I hadn^t time to 
put them on. I only pushed the coffin lid back. It’s not 
nailed. Better hammer it down tight Here’s a torch.” He 
handed him a flashlight. “ You’ll find everything m there. 
Hurry now.” 

Mark took the water bottle and thermos out of his bag. 
He took the fur coat and flashlight and got out. He went 
to the back of the wagon, opened the door and climbed in, 
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shut it behind him and crouched on his knees in the dark, 
Fritz, hearing the door bang, drove on. 

Mark turned on the flashlight. It was smaller in there 
than it looked from outside. The coffin, of rough pine, 
seemed to take up almost the whole space, ft was wedged 
tightly cross-wise, so as not to slide back and forth. He 
climbed over it, holding his lighted torch before hinjC 
Behind it lay a great bundle of quilt and across it a long 
braid of black hair. 

Hardly conscious, he crouched beside her and lifted back 
^ the quilt. He turned the light directly oh her face. She was 
lying with closed eyes and slightly parted lips and he had 
never %een anything so white as her face. The lips were ' 
faintly blue and the lids dark. The nostrils wbre ^brunken 
and he saw no flutter of life arotmd them. • 

He thought, this must be death. He had hardly been 
able to believe all that was happening, but now he knew. 
He saw ii^ her face every pang^ she had endured, every 
indignity up to the final one. He saw also at last the cotirage 
that had brought her here. But what had happened was 
so visible it made her strange to him. It was she and it was 
•not she; because of the whole world of suffering and 
daring and effort that lay between them. Only her icy hands 
when he took them were still innocent and familiar to him. 

“Oh, they’ve killed her I” he cried aloud and let his torch 
go out. He put his head beside hers and cried, holding 
her hands close to him. But he thought also — and he tried 
to save her. 

After a time a tiny thing began to stir in his conscious- 
rtess. Her hands ^hat he held so closely were flexible, not 
stiff. H? could hardly believe it. The place where they lay 
huddled was so small and dark,* so tomblike and crowded 
with the horror of death, but still, her hands were flexible. 
They were even, while he held them in his, growing faintly 
warm. 

He turned the light to look at her, brought it close to 
her face again. There was a change in it. The lashes were 
spiked, separate and glistening, the cheekbone had a glisten- 
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ing line. As he looked wo long tears slid from under the 
lids and ran down her cheeks. He watched them fall, and 
her eyes half-opened and he saw the pale vitreous shine 
of the eyeballs in the torchlight. He didn’t know if she 
saw him or ki\pw him but suddenly he picked her up, kissing 
her eyes and whispering in her car, “It’s Mark, it’s Mark.” 
V He wrapped the fur coat around her, held the hot-water 
bottle close to her. He began to stroke her arms, to rub her 
hands and feet, coaxing the blood to flow again, to take up 
its work, wanning away the deathly chill. He fdt even a 
pulse in her wrist ihd he laboured on gently but with grow-^ 
ing power. They have taken life away, but we’ll be stronger 
‘ than they, and make it come back. 

He h^ nb idea how time went now. He didn’t dare to 
dress her. 'Eo move her about that much seemed to him 
impassible. He covered her closer with the fur coat, 
wrapped the old quilts around her feet. He thought her 
lips moved, though he didn’t hear a sound. ^ 

.She’s alive. She’s going to live. 

When he had imagined ail this, he and Fritz driving 
with her through the dark, he had thought, but what’ll 
we do, where can we go or turn? ' 

Now he didn’t think of that at all. He looked at the 
pine coflin, rough and carelessly made, the top not nailed 
down, and he knew that was the thing he had been seeing 
and fearing, the symbol of death. But now he looked again 
at her face, her hands, the strong web of her hair. And he 
saw her suffering again, but suffering was part of life. And 
he saw courage. If she’d been dead these would have been 
only acceptance. No, she was alive. Aqd she was going 
to live. Now, he thought, we can do something:* we can 
do anything. * 

From the different quality of the road, the many turns 
and slowings down, the occasional noises of auto horns, 
he guessed that they had reached the town. That would 
be a bad time. Here they might be stopped. Fritz might 
bang into something. Drive carefully, Fritz. Drive carefully. 
She’s alive. 
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They got through without accident, and now by the 
smooth gliding he ^ew they were on the great auto road, 
four cars wide leading toward the south. Now it was 
going to be easy. Now they’d get away. 

Half an hour farther the car slow^ and' stopped, and 
his heart leaped when the door opened. But it was only 
Fritz, come to see what had happened. * 

“She’s alive, Fritz,” he said jubilantly, “she’s alive.” 

Fritz, standing in the roadside, said, “God be thanked.” 

^ark saw past his head a straight wide ribbon vanishing 
in the dark, and long marches of stiff* pine trunks. The 
*night air frit damp and cool, but they had left the mist 
behind*. 

“Have you got her as warm as you can? Have you 
dressed her?” 

“No. I’m afraid to. Fll put her stockings and shoes 
on. The fur coat. That’s all I dare do now.” 

“Well, do that. Make her comfortable as you can on 
those quilts. With the coffin shifted this way it hides aU 
that end. You’d better nail it down tight. Then you come 
up front. If we should be stopped by a motor-cycle police 

and he should by any chance want to look in It would 

be more nattiral if you were up in front with me. She’ll 
ndc comfortably enough. Hurry now. I’ll leave you here 
while I drive on. In ten minutes I’ll stop again.” 

He closed the door and in a moment they started. Mark 
by the flashlight, tried to do all he’d said. He opened the 
neat paper bundle and got out the wool stockings and large 
sensible shoes. As he put the shoes on her elegant, narrow 
feet he smiled, because her feet were getting warmer. 
“ForgiVfe me, darling,” he whispered, smiling, “these 
shoes are horrible.” ' 

After he had made a comfortable place with one of the 
quilts and a pillow with the clothes, he tucked the coat 
around her and wrapped up her feet in the other quilt. 
He filled the hot-water bottle with hotter water from the 
thermos and put it under her feet. 

“I’ve got to go outside,” he told her, “Fritz insists. 
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You know Fritz. Now you must keq) warm, get strong. 
Don’t go back on us, will you? Aside from that you haven’t 
a thing to do.” 

Her eyes half-opened again and he saw a relaxation of 
her face that he might imagine was a smile. 

Then he wedged the coffin again as nearly cross-wise as 
k would go, wedged it in tight so it wouldn’t move. He 
found Fritz’s hammer and violently, with a jo3rful hatred, 
hammered down the lid. 

When Fritz opened the door again he was ready tq get 
out. « 

“ I’ll want to come back every now and then, to see how ' 
I she’s getting on.” 

“ All right,” said Fritz. “ Do you need more hot water ?” 

“Lattt, yes.” 

“I brought a thermos myself, of nearly boiling water, 
and some brandy. In case she needs that. It’s up in front 
with me.” 

They got up in the driver’s seat and Fritz drove on. 

The road flowed steadily imder them. There was a 
continuous imreeling of stiff, black pines, close as an army. 
Sometimes they went through a town, one quite large,* 
once they came close to a long glimmering lake. They saw 
no lights in any house and no one stopped them , 

The air seemed full of extraordinary refreshment. 
Mark felt empty and light-headed. He thought of nothing, 
he was floating on the pleasure of night, and the swift 
motion the exaltation of flight. 

Every now and then he realized that they were simply 
going forward with no real objective, no^real plan, but he 
couldn’t gather himself together arotmd that. It vris flight, 
and the intoxication of flight. Even Fritz seemed to be 
feeling it. He drove faster and faster, his hands making 
little scarcely perceptible movements of the wheel. He kept 
his eyes on ffie road but every now and then he’d shift t-b^rn 
a bit to include Mark in a look of intense satisfaction. 
Even old Fritz thought they were getting somewhere. 
The pines hurled themselves backward as they passed. 
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But fritz wasn’t letting himself be carried awaj. In 
the little villages he slowed down even though no one was 
about. And if he saw the lights of another car ahead he 
slowed too. He said once, “It’s the road patrol I’m worried 
about. They’re out even this late.” 

Once a motor-cycle passed them, going the other way. 

“There’s one of them,” said Fritz. 

But it seemed nothing was to stop them. They drove on 
for an hour. Then the air began to get colder and streaks 
of saow appeared under the trees. Along the edges of the 
, roofs was a line of snow. In one town a car was left standing 
before a lighted house. The whole top of the car was hooded 
in snow. 

“They’ve come from higher up,” Fritz sad. ** It’ll be 
colder up there.” 

Outside the town he said, “ How about a nip of brandy ?” 

“Good.” 

He took<che bottle out from behind him and handed it to 
Mark. The cork had been loosened. Mark took it out and 
swallowed a big gulp of brandy. He handed it to Fritz. 
Fritz shook his head. 

They drove on. Suddenly a cat’s luminous eyes flashed 
at them for a second and disappeared, leaving only a small 
black streak across the road. 

“A black cat,” said Fritz, his face suddenly concerned, 
“that’s bad luck.” 

He drew abruptly into a little side road among the trees, 
drove along it for a hundred yards and cut off the engine 
and lights. 

“Betjpr see how she is,” he said. 

Mark took the torch again, climbed down, and got in 
the wagon. Now he could hear her breathing distinctly 
and her pulse was like a little irregular twitching of a cord. 
She opened her eyes fully and in the light the pupils were 
dilated. He was sure now she saw him. Her lips that were 
still colourless seemed to make the shape of his name. 

For a moment he thought, she’s getting on fine. But he 
saw she still couldn’t move at all. She couldn’t speak nor 
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lift her hand. To dress her seemed too dangerous and delicate 
a thing to try. 

Fritz had crawled in after him. He was looking at her 
over Mark’s shoulder. He said in a low voice, “Madame’s 
very sick ” 

Mark turned irritably. “Of course she's sick. But it’s all 
artificially produced. She’ll be better by the time we get 
there. How much time have we now?” 

“An hour or so till daylight. Then we must kill time 
till eight o’clock.”, • 

“Better stay here a while,” Mark said. “It’s as good as, 
, any other place, isn’t it? It won’t be as cold as when we get 
higher up. , 

Frit2*noddcd. 

For a long time they both watched her, taking ^ns 
rubbing her gently. They refilled the hot-water bottle. 
Fritz got out and walked to the mam road to listen. At 
long intervals a car passed, a camion, then another car. 
Fritz was worried about the motor-cycle police. 

She was conscious now but she could do nothing. She 
couldn’t speak. The joy of her being alive began to pass and 
anxiety flowed back again. 

When Fritz came back Mark said, “Do you think we can 
dress her?” 

“ We’ve got to.” 

“ Let’s wait a bit.” 

“Is she warm enough?” 

“ She’s as warm as we can make her Can you think of 
anything else to do now?” 

“No.” • 

“When we get her in a^otel she’ll be all right.” 

“That hotel,” said Fritz, “isn’t such a good idea.” 

“Have you got another?” 

“ Maybe I have. Wait and see how she is.” 

They left her finally and went back to the driver’s seat 
and drove on. 

They went slower as they climbed and the engine laboured 
with a fuming sound. The whole earth became gradually 
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one white world of snow. The houses that flashed in their 
headlights were the little mountain bouses with capred 
balconies and great overhanging eaves loaded with snow. 
It was very cold. 

At last they reached the big resort town at the foot of 
the high mountains. Here in one of the hotels lights were 
on. A climbing party stood in front of it ready to start out 
for the great peak. Standing in the snow with a light 
streaming behind them they looked like cut-out figures. 
Their voices were shrill and joyous. For them it wasn’t 
^the end of a long night but the beginning of a day. 

“It must be about five o’clock,” Mark said. He looked 
at his ^atch. “ Five o’clock,” he said. “ Three hours more to 
kill.” ' . 

They turned on to the smaller single road leading up 
the valley. It was packed hard in snow with snow banked 
up along the sides. At first there were open snowy fields, but 
the pine wc^ds grew thicker as they went on. It was much 
colder. Mark began to shiver and Fritz had to stop every 
now and then to beat his hands. Even the heat of the engine 
wasn’t enough. Mark wanted to see again if she was warm 
'enough, but Fritz couldn’t turn off the road. There were 
no side roads here, and the snow was banked up so that 
they couldn’t draw to one side. 

Finally Mark insisted on getting down anyway. He 
took the brandy with him and into the wagon, closed the 
door behind him. When Fritz heard the door close he started 
again. Mark climbed over the coflin and turned the light 
on her. She had slipped deeper into the fur, but when he 
felt her ^he was cold. Her hands and arms were cold, her 
breath was coming in little sharp clips, her eyes were closed 
and there was a tiny ring of sweat around them, they looked 
like moist clay pressed deeply around the eyeballs. 

“It’s all artificial,” he said, “she’s quite well really.” 
But then terror filled him: No, she’s dying. It’s all going 
wrong. This damned wagon — the cold — she ought to be in 
a warm bed. What’ll we do? 

He began to rub her again, using Fritz’s brandy to 
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stimulate the blood. At the chill of it her eyelids winced a 
little. He became terribly conscious of the movement, 
the jolting, that had gone on now for hours. This was no 
ambulance, it was a rough delivery wagon. They had to 
get her out of here at once. 

At this moment he heard outside the sputtering of a 
motor-cycle, then with a sliding scream of brakes the wagon 
stopped. His heart nearly stopped too. 

What’s happened? Fritz is talking to someone. The 
motor-cycle police^ I’ll be found in here. • 

He put out his torch, crawled back over the coffin, and. 
sat beside the door, his knees drawn up, listening. 

Over the^noise of the engine still running he couldn’t 
hear what was being said, but Fritz and another man were 
talking. ThI voice of that other man was sharp. Fritz 
answered slowly. There were intervals between their 
voices, filled perhaps with hesitation, suspicion, scrutiny. 
Perhaps he was only showing his papers. Pei;haps it was 
routine and they’d let him pass. 

He heard a sharp, high word and some reply from Fritz. 
The wagon started. Whatever it was, it was over. 

A little later the wagon stopped again. Fritz opened the* 
door. “ Come up here,” he said quickly, “ I have to talk to you.” 

Mark followed him and he saw something was wrong. 
But Fritz didn’t speak till they were back in the driver’s 
seat and going again. 

“What’s happened?” Mark said. 

“That was the highway police. I was afraid of running 
into one of them, but it was bad luck running into him up 
here.” • 

“Why? He didn’t look in.” 

“No, but he asked questions. I had to tell him what I 
was doing. He knows now I’m taking the coffin to the 
village. I am allowed to do that. I have the papers. But 
how am I going to explain picking you and Madam Ritter 
up on the road three hours later, after the first train gets 
in? Because if I take you to a hotel, then they’ll notify the 
police of the accident. This fellow’ll remember having 
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seen me at five this morning, about ten minutes from the 
village. What was I doing in the interval — and still with 
the cofiin? No, the hotel’s out now." 

Mark saw that the feeling of flight and of escape was 
nonsense. They hadn’t really been getting out of a trap by 
a direct, swift passage to freedom. They had only been 
circling around in a slightly larger area, enclosed on all 
sides and still a trap. Here he saw around him a little funnel 
of light in which they moved. It showed, now, snow banked 
up and the lower trunks of pine trees that appeared to change, 
but *in reality hadn’t changed because they could get 
•nowhere. The great circle of impossibility still hemmed 
them in. 

He said despairingly, “ She’s not reacting as she should. 
It’s too cold and she’s being jolted arotmd tooanucli. If we 
don’t get her somewhere she’ll die.” 

They came out of the woods to an open stretch and 
Fritz said, “The village is over there.” 

“What dkn we do?” Mark said. “We’ve got to get her 
somewhere at once.” Fritz drove slower. Finally he said, 
“Mr. Mark, there’s only one chance now and I don’t know 
•if that’s a good one or not. But it’s all I can think of. There’s 
that American lady: her house is a quarter of a mile from 
here.” 

“I told you she knows me.” 

“ We can’t help it now if she does.” 

“ She’ll give us up.” 

“We’ll have to chance that. But I don’t think she will.” 

“You don’t know her.” 

• “You could tell her some story — enough to make her 
keep Madam Ritter there for a day. Even a few hours.” 

“She knows the whole thingf” 

“ Everything ?” 

“Yes.” 

“You’ll have to make her help you,” Fritz said obstin- 
ately. “Unless you want Madam to die in there. Unless 
you want to take her to a hotel right now and try to tell 
them some cock and bull story.” 
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“Fritz — Good God ” 

“ Of cotirse,” Fritz said, “ we might try to hide her in some 
cow bam around here. If 1 could find one far enough from 
a house and we could get there without any one seeing us. 
The bam would be warm. They stink, though; the air 
woxild be bad for her.” He was obviously just talking. He 
glanced sideways at Mark. 

Mark looked in despair at the white circle in the stream 
of the headlight. Their breaths were making a mist before 
their faces and the windshield was blurring. Certain wprds, 
pictures, slid like fce crystals before his eyes. Snow, forest, 

cold, daylight, pneumonia, bam, police Now at last* 

I’m up against the decision. It was like being against 
the blade of*a knife. 

Fritz* said with a voice that suddenly had a note of 
nagging smugness in it, “You’d be surprised at what ladies 
will do for young gentlemen like yourself.” 

“All right, all right,” he cried distractedly, “We’ll go 
there.” * 

The possible and the impossible. One moment they 
were free, the next they were caught. One moment she was 
alive. The next she was dying. So he had to choose, no» 
matter what came of it, the one open way. 

Fritz didn’t say any more. He drove on slowly, peering 
out around the dimmed windshield. 

A little later a letter-box flashed into the light. It sprang 
from the snow beside the road, a little painted box, on a 
pole made like a chalet, vrith an absurd, painted bird on 
top. 

“ It is just about here,” Fritz said. ^ • 

They saw a driveway leading off to the right. *As their 
lights swimg slowly into ft a large black limousine without 
lights rose before them. The lights went on at once and the 
car passed them, turning out of the drive and into the road. 
They saw a man in uniform at the wheel, and inside a 
man leaning back on the far side. They couldn’t see his 
face. 

Fritz whistled. A few yards up the drive he stopped to 
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be sure the other car had gone on. They watched its beam 
gliding up the roadway toward the village. 

Fritz whistled again. “I was afraid she wasn’t at home,” 
he said. “It seems she is.” He was grinning with the ugly 
cold satisfaction of the peeper. 

Mark hated him. “Oh, it’s the God-damned lover,” he 
said, and his own voice was coarse and ugly. But he forgot 
for a moment even Emmy lying behind the cofiin and a 
new, gentle sadness blurred his thoughts again. “Let’s 
get on,” he said impatiently. 

They drove around a curve up a little»hill where a cluster 
' of snow-laden evergreens brushed out into the road. A 
little further on they saw the house, on sloping ground,* 
with a rise of mountain behind it. ■ 

Before the door Fritz stopped. He cut qff the engine 
and' the lights and they sat in the midst of silence. Mark 
didn’t spe^ or look at Fritz but he got slowly down and 
went up the little walk to the front door. He stopped for a 
moment tc^look at the house. 

It was two very large chalets, with galleries and immense 
eaves, joined together by a closed gallery making a sort of 
court. Every window was dark but the snow all around 
was lighted with a greenish pallor and the tall pine trees 
at one side were sharpening against a faintly luminous sky. 
The cold air smelled of snow and a faint tang of wood 
smoke from down the valley where someone was already 
lighting a fire. 

His heart grew more calm as he stood there looking at 
her house. Not that he hoped for any peace in it, but that it 
looked safe — anc^ in a way that was strange and her own. 
Because it was hers it had something of the fairy tale. And 
in the fairy tale there is always a*certainty, a fatality; every- 
thing turns out all right. There a magic ring is enough to 
teach the language cif beasts, and that bird singing like a 
woman is indeed a woman, whose enchantment will in- 
evitably be broken. 

He felt around for the bell, but then he changed his 
mind and rapped softly and urgently on the door. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 


The tiny alarm that she kept by her bed rang with a muffled 
twirring like a rricket. She sat up suddenly in the dark 
and looked at the illuminated dial. It was five o’clock. 

“Kurt! Kurt!” she whispered. He had overslept again. 
It was becoming harder and harder now to make him wake 
out of his heavy «leep. “Kvutl” she whispered sharply. 
She felt for the white woollen robe and wrapped it around ' 
.her, set her feet in little fur slippers on the floor. 

How cold«t was! She went over to the window and shut 
it, drawihg t^ie heavy curtain across, and then leaning over 
turned on the light of the little table lamp. Beside it was a 
thermos of coffee. She poured some into a cup for him and 
looked over to the alcove. He was sitting on the edge of the 
bed. staring heavily at her, his eyes bloodshot ihd his face 
sagged and swollen. Sleep gave him a debauched look. 

“Are you all right?” she asked. 

“Yes, yes,” he grumbled. He got up, yawning, and came 
over to take his coffee. He swallowed it, making sucking 
sounds and gasping at the hot sting of it on his tongue. 
In the morning, before he had his coffee, before he put his 
head under the cold water of the shower and smoothed 
down his hair and put on his uniform, he was uncouth 
and disordered, not only physically, but in his manner. 
Half-awake he was gross as a peasant. “ Hurry, Kurt,” she 
said. “It’s getting toward daylight.” • 

He answered by a sort of grunt anS went ifito the 
bathroom. She sat waiting on the edge of the chair, run- 
ning the red cord through her cold fingers, hearing the 
shower turned full force. 

In ten minutes he’d be gone but her little room, dimly 
lit by the yellow table lamp, was still his, his clothes on a 
chair, his boots beside them, on the table the empty coffee 
cup with a ring of coffee stain, in the bed the rumpled 
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pillow where he’d slept. The room was still his, even the 
air she breathed, cold and a little stale, and she herself, thin, 
middle-aged, trembling with cold and a slight feeling of 
nausea and headache, waiting his good pleasure to leave. 

He took longer tiian usual. When he came out she 
didn’t look at him, but sat stiffly, her eyes on the floor, while 
he dressed. Vaguely to attract her attention he made growl- 
ing noises as he pulled on his boots. It was hard for him now 
to lean over, he wore an inner, stiff, boned belt to hold his 
stomach flat under the uniform. Finally he was dressed. 
He buttoned his tunic and smoothed his hair before her 
• mirror. Now he was the general again, polished and 
magnificent. < 

He turned toward her. “Well, my dear, I ^nust be off.” 

“ But naturally,” she said — only she said it tp hefself. She 
smiled wistfully as she had always done, and he was satisfied. 
He pulled hei up to her feet and kissed her. 

“Go back to bed,” he said, using a sort of baby talk, 
“go back aAd get a good sleep. Be fresh and beautiful when 
I come this evening. Your big man will be out ski-ing 
all day.” 

, “Do you think you ought to come this evening?” she 
said. “ The girls will certainly think it’s queer.” 

“Perhaps I’ll jmt drop in for tea to-day,” he said, “and 
not stay for dinner. Perhaps that’s better. Then I’ll come 
back to-night about twelve. Leave the door unbolted.” 

“Do you think you ought to come for tea?” 

“ Why did I come up here ?” he said. “ Your little foreign- 
ers are all geese. They’ll think nothing.” 

, “All right,” she said. 

Something abbut her didn’t satisfy him. 

“ You ought to be going with me,” he said. “ You never 
ski any more. You never exercise. But you remember that 
glorious day at Kitzbuhl, what a champion you were? 
You’re letting yourself get slack. Ruby, you’re letting 
yourself get old.” 

She saw the sun on the snow and the violet arabesques 
left by the runners, and she saw also a man turning suddenly 
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high in the air, like a hobbled anim al in the snow. "Do 
be careful,” she said guiltily. 

“I will, I will,” he assured her. 

The feeling of guilt made her decide to go down with 
him. She took his arm and the walked softly out and down 
the carpeted stairs. Her rooms were in the larger house, 
separated by the gallery from the house where the girls 
and the servants slept. There was little fear of their being 
heard but they went like fugitives anyway because they 
were accustomed to it. 

At the front doer she kissed him good-bye. It was' too 
cold for her to go into the vestibule. She closed the door 
k and heard him close the outer one. Through a small window 
she watched him walk down the drive, down a little slope, 
to where* his jar should be waiting behind evergreens. In 
the stillness of the early morning she heard the car starting. 

She began to take deep, free breaths. He was off, and she 
was alone in her own house, dark now and safe behind her. 

She waited a moment longer, to be quite suit he’d gone 
and that the house was truly hers. As she waited she was 
conscious of its special odour, indescribably reassuring. 
Though it was perhaps only floor polish, book leather, 
scented powder, it seemed to be the odour of herself. 

Along the distant road she saw the long beam of his 
car. She gave a great sigh and turned to go upstairs. 

But suddenly fright went through her. She stopped by 
the lower stair, peering around as though in the house 
itself something had betrayed her. 

He was coming back. She heard the car on the driveway 
and then saw on the wall before her a bright flash from the 
headlight. * «, 

What’s happened! What’s happened! Her heart beat 
like a hanuner. And while she waited she heard the little 
gold clock strike the half-hour, one stroke, tinkling and 
fairy-like and sinister. 

Something was terribly wrong— why had he come back? 
Why was she so frightened that he’d come back ? 

There was no sound outside. The car had stopped. The 
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headlights were out. She waited. Then she turned and 
walked to the inner door and opened it. She heard then a 
soft, urgent knocking on the outer door. 

The certainty of disaster locked her where she stood. 

“Kurt,” she whispered, “what’s wrong?” But no one 
answered her. She saw again the man falling, legs up, 
grotesque in the snow. I’ve wished evil to him, she thought. 
He’s hurt. Something’s wrong. I must let him in. She 
leaned towards the door and fumbling drew back the lock. 

Outside a man was standing, but it wasn’t Kurt. 

Xt first she thought it was Leo Mannheim, coming 
• toward her as he had come in her dream. Then she saw who 
it was. She stared at him and couldn’t speak. She heard* 
his low, mumbling voice. • 

“I’ve come to you for help,” he said. “J’m In fearful 
trouble. You’re the only one in the world who can help 
me.” 

Ilis voice sounded unreal and ashamed. “You’re the 
only one id the world I can turn to. The only one.” 

Behind him was a dark wagon and a man getting down 
from the driver’s seat. 

Like the man in the dream he stood before her. “ Do you 
want xas to die,” he said, “both of us here and now? Our 
blood’ll be on your head.” 

It’s a good thing it’s still dark, she thought. No one 
can see. But it wasn’t quite dark. Standing in the shadow 
of her doorway, the snow was greenish pale, the earth was 
turning toward the sun, she could feel herself very small 
on its vast roundness. 

• “Do you want to hide here?” she whispered. 

“Nb, not I. It’s her I’m talking of. I’ve got her here. 

I have no place to take her.” » 

“You mean your mother?” 

“Yes.” 

“You can’t do that,” she said. 

But the other man was carrying something up the little 
walk in the snow. Carrying it right to her door, right to 
her. 
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“You can’t,” she repeated. 

“I must. I must,” he said. He stepped inside the door 
and drew her aside, holding her suddenly in his arms, 
flattening her against the wall to make room for the other. 
For a moment she felt his mouth pressed awkwardly on her 
cheek, young, ice-cold, and trembling. Then he let her go. 
He took the great bundle from the man, staggered into the 
dark hall with it. 

“Turn on the light,” he said firmly. She followed him, 
put out her hand and turned on the light. Then she saw the 
long, black braid dgngling from his arm. 

She screamed, tl^owing both hands across her mouth. 
^“Not here! Not herel” , 

“ Where cap I put her ?” he said. “ Quick. I’m afraid she’s 
dying.” • ^ 

The words came out of her automatically. “ Upstairs,” 
she said. 

He leaned against the newel post of the stairs and the 
woman he carried sagged out of Us arms till hei^feet rested 
on the floor. The Coxmtess’ eyes followed the drop of her 
feet, in great, clumsy shoes that struck the floor with a 
dead sound. Above them she saw thin ankles, turned 
helplessly, but with elegance. Then she looked at him again 
and she thought he was nearly dead himself. His grey eyes 
were colourless in dark lashes and darkened lids, but she 
knew that they looked at her blindly, furiously, begging 
for help. 

The man who had followed him in went and took hold 
of the woman and together they began to climb the stairs, 
carrying her between them. The Countess followed after, 
them. * « 

At the top step she said„“ Here,” and slipped past them, 
leading the way down a long hall. She turned on the lights 
as she went. Which room, she thought, which room. Shall 
it be — ^this one? No, this one. At the end of the hall she 
opened a door, turned on the light. There was a great bed. 
Mark saw it and with his last strength laid Emmy Ritter 
on it. 
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Afterward he couldn’t remember what they did. Someone 
took her shoes off and the fur coat, turned back the covers 
and laid her inside. The hot*water bottle fell out. The 
Countess picked it up and said, “It’s cold.” She opened a 
door into a bathroom where he heard her letting the hot 
water run. She came back with the bottle and slipped it 
between the sheets. “The water’s always hot,” she said. 
“I’ll get mine too." She went out and came back with 
another bottle. Mark sat on the edge of the bed and she and 
Fritz both moved about. 

The Countess wore a long, white robe with a red cord 
at the waist, her ash coloured hair, very long, hung down 
her back. The room had gay prints on the walls, pleasure* 
palaces of Austria and baroque gardens. The pillows were 
very clean and had ruffles around them. The sheets were 
fine linen embroidered with crowns. In the house was a 
nice, spicy smell of floor polish. 

He look^ everywhere, but at his mother. But when the 
Countess leaned over her he said, “Is she alive?” 

“Yes,” said Emmy Ritter. 

Then Fritz’s voice came, full of grudging concern. 

“ You lie down, too. Here on the couch. No need to do any 
more.” He put a pillow under Mark’s head. 

The Cotmtess stood outside the door with Fritz. She 
turned the key in the lock and slipped the key out, holding 
it in her hand. 

Fritz said, “ There’s no need for me to thank the gracious 
jady. Those two in there, they’ll never forget.” 

Shg looked as him and saw he was a servant and an old 
man. He was respectful, soured by life, but still capable. 

“What happens now?" she asked. “It’s not over by any 
means.” 

“No,” he admitted gloomily, “not at all. The most 
delicate part remains.” 

“What did you do?" 

Fritz shrugged. There was no use to tell her. If they 
were caught it woidd be easier for her, and perhaps for the 
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doctor too, if she knew nothing. He recognized that they 
both had secondary rights in this matter. 

“ Madam Ritter died last night,” he said. He watched her 
closely to see the effect of each word. He saw her face was 
still full of horror and pity. “She died of heart attack. 
I’m an old servant of hers and I claimed the body. Mr. 
Mark naturally was with me. We found then that she wasn’t 
really dead. So we got her out and revived her. You can’t 
expect us to turn her over to them again.” 

“ I don’t think I believe you,” the Countess said. 

Fritz lifted his ^ale eyebrows and spread out his supple 
hands in a fan movement, but he said nothing. 

* “I suppose it doesn’t matter,” the Countess said'. She 
clasped h^r hinds tightly to steady herself. 

“The gracious lady need fear nothing,” he told her. 
“ I’ve arranged everything satisfactorily so far. I can arrange 
to get Madam Ritter out of here with no inconvenience to 
any one in a few days.” ^ 

She didn’t answer, but he boldly took her assent for 
granted. “It was only a difference of political opinion,” 
he said, “ but they were going to execute her this morning.” 
He looked at her out of the corner of his eye and saw her 
turn whiter. “ I thought Mr. Mark was going to die of it. 
Poor young man!” 

She began to walk toward the stair and Fritz walked 
with her. “The young man can’t stay here,” she said. 
“That’s impossible.” 

“Naturally,” Fritz agreed. “An hour’s sleep and a good 
breakfast will cure him. Then he can get up and come to 
the Inn. I’ll leave his bags in the hall for him. Besides, 
I want him to come to the funeral this afternoon. It looks 
better, in case any one should find out he was here.” 

“Funeral?” 

The old man looked at her with liis whole face turned to 
acrid triumph. In this moment he seemed to feel he had got 
the best of any one who in all his life had ever done him in, 
any one who had ever thought in his blindness that he was 
smarter than Fritz Keller. 
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“Madam Ritter's fiincral,” he said sardonically. “Oh, 
yes, we’re burying her this afternoon at three. Why, I’ve 
got the coffin out there now.” He waved a long, supple 
hand toward the well of the stairs. “I’ve got to be going, 
too. It’s daylight. Would the gracious lady be kind enough 
to tell the young man that he’s to be at tJie church in the 
village at three o’clock?” 

“I’ll tell him.” 

She went downstairs and Fritz followed her. He went 
out^o the wagon and brought back Mark’s bags. When he 
came back she seemed much more cdhtrolled. She said 
“slowly, “I hope you understand that this whole thing was 
forced* on me. I couldn’t leave a dying woman in the snow. 
I don’t want to turn Madam Ritter over to thb police. But 
you’ll have to get her out as soon as you can. She can’t 
stay in the house to-night. That’s entirely impossible.” 

She had no idea why she said this. It was only a loose 
residue of words. Nothing in her planned or meant it. It 
was like a jangling of bells accidentally touched. 

Fritz stood turning his battered hat in his hands. “You 
don’t give me much time,” he said. 

“Until to-night,” she said firmly. “After that I’ll have 
to notify the police.” 

Fritz after a moment nodded acceptance. “Kiss your 
hand, gracious lady,” he said, and caught her hand and 
kissed it with an obviously natural servility, as the old- 
fashioned servants used to do. “ There is no danger, gracious 
lady,” he added. 

He went out and she watched him get in the wagon and 
drive off. • 

She stood again in her hall. All the windows were grey. 
Not twenty minutes ago she hkd stood here in the dark, 
paralyzed with fear. But she wasn’t afraid now. She wasn’t 
afraid because the vague and the formless, the terrible choice 
which had haunted her so long, had come at last. And 
without knowing it or willing it, as though under an 
anaesthetic, she found she had made it. Or perhaps it had 
been made outside herself. At any rate, to go to a phone, 
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to ring the police, to say Madam Ritter is here, was im* 
possible. 

She thought of the two of them upstairs locked in one 
of her rooms. She thought of the opening of the door and 
the strange young despairing face looking at her in the 
morning twilight, the great heavy burden he carried 
upstairs, the braid of hair on his arm, and lastly she felt 
again the sudden kiss, reserved and tremulous but, in all 
its desperation, never hesitant, never empty and formal. 
It had been direct and delicate and sure. She put her hand 
to her cheek. * 

From the little closet under the stair the phone rang 
' sharply, and then another fear came, a simple, new fear 
easily supportable. 

That’s Kuert, she said. The bell might as well have been 
his voice. She ran to answer it before it should ring again. 

“It’s Ruby,” she said at once. 

“Did I w^e you?” 

“No.” 

“ As I left, a car turned into your drive. A queer thing 
like a delivery wagon. What was it?” 

“I don’t know. I heard it too. It turned around and 
went out. It must have mistaken the road.” 

“It didn’t stop?” 

“No.” 

“Well, that’s all right then. I was a little uneasy. It 
seemed so queer at that hour.” 

“No, it’s all right.” 

“What are you doing now?” 

“I’m making some coffee for myself. I feel very 
wakeful.” 

“Better go back to sleep. I’ll be there by four." 

“Good.” 

“Good-bye, my dear.” 

“ Good-bye.” 

She shut the door of the closet behind her. 

Just time to get some food, she thought. She went to 
her kitchen and turned on the light. In great haste and* 
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trembling with excitement she put coffee on the stove to 
boil, made toast, and boiled four eggs. She got a big tray 
and set the breakfast on it. Then she also cut one or two 
slices of ham and cheese and put the remains of a fruit 
compote on a plate? What else could she take up now? 
Perhaps enough coffee to last all day, in a thermos jug, 
a jug of warm milk. Rolls on a napkin, butter, cookies — 
these would have to do. More would be missed. She carried 
the heavy tray upstairs to the room she had chosen for them. 
It w^ a room used when her house was full, as it often was 
in summer. In the winter no one went dn it. She set the 
tray down and unlocked the door, picked it up, and carried 
it in. • 

The light was still on, though the daylight was clear 
outside. Mark, on the couch, did not stir. He lay with his 
back 'to her, and the light from the window made bluish 
his smooth black hair. 

From the bed the dark eyes of Emmy Ritter watched her 
come in. Shh brought her tray over and set it down on a 
table by her. 

“I have some food for you,” she said. “Could you eat a 
Jittle of it?” 

“ Some milk I think, yes.” 

“An egg, too, perhaps.” 

“If you’ll be good enough to help me.” 

The Countess sat down by the bed, broke the top off an 
egg and fed her soft spoonfuls. She held a glass of warm 
milk to her lips. Emmy swallowed slowly. They attended 
to this seriously, in silence. The Countess watched her as 
she ate, and saw first the rugged strength of her bones, 
barely covered by emaciated skin. Her eyes, with their still 
dilated pupils and wandering look, were magnificent. So 
was her thick hair. This was the woman Kurt had seen as 
a girl in her mother’s house, young, thin, and with devour- 
ing eyes, too robust, too vital, like a handsome boy. Now 
her illness made her sexless again, in spite of long braids. 
The collar of the grey prison gown was like that of a man’s 
old-fashioned night-shirt. Even in her dreamy half-con- 
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sdousness she wore humiliation and weakness as of no 
consequence. Perhaps even to-day her head should have 
been rolling from her body. But that seemed impossible. 
The Countess saw why people tried to save her: not because 
she was a woman, but because she seemed indestructible, 
and they would feel they were conforming to a natural 
law. 

“ I can’t eat any more,” she said. 

The Countess took the spoon and the egg-cup into the 
bathroom and washed them. She brought them back ^d 
put them on the ‘tray, covered everything with a napkin. 

“I think I’ve been taking a drug,” Emmy said. 

“Don’t mind that,” the Countess said. “It will pass off.” 

“1 don’t* know where I am,” Emmy said. “It’s not a 
hospital, is *t?” 

“No, it’s my house.” 

“ Have I seen you before ?” 

“No.” 

Emmy closed her eyes and frowned as though she were 
trying to think it all out. 

“I believe you’re being very kind to me,” she said 
finally. 

The Countess stood by her bed, looking across it to the 
couch where Mark lay asleep. 

“No, no,” she murmured politely, “it’s nothing.” 

Emmy opened her eyes and tried to concentrate. “But 
I think you are. I won’t ask why,” she said with difficulty. 
“People have a right to do these things without questions 
or too much gratitude.” 

The Countess had no idea what to sjiy to this, but she 
felt again that she’d made her choice, and that it stretched 
further than she’d realii^ed, while it was so vaguely and 
fearfully made. 

“Are you warm enough?” she asked. 

“Yes, quite warm, thank you.” She lifted her head 
slightly so she could see over the curve of tlie pillow. “That 
is Mark, isn’t it?” she asked. 

“ Yes,” the Cotmtess said. 
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Emmy’s face relaxed suddenly in a helpless, happy smile. 

The countess felt, herself, a little shock of happiness. 
“Oh, yes, it’s he,” she said. 

“I thought so a while ago. But in the wagon I thought 
I was dead. Is the doctor here ?” she asked. 

“No, no doctor is here.” 

Emmy’s eyelids closed slowly again. She seemed to go 
to sleep. Suddenly she said clearly, “I wasn’t worth it.” 

The Countess stood waiting for her to say more. But 
she ]iad dozed o£F. Only one more thing was necessary. 
She leaned over and said close to her ear, “ I want you to 
•have a long quiet rest. I’m going to pull the curtain a little 
and turn out the light. Will you remember to be very quiet ? 
Don’t call for anything or ring. I’ll come in from time to 
time to see if there’s anything you want.” • 

Emmy nodded. 

The Countess turned out the light and drew the curtain. 
The room was full of twilight again. She was about to go, 
but she thoiTght of something. She took the fur coat that 
lay on the chair and spread it slowly over Mark. He didn’t 
stir. 

» Then she went out and locked the door behind her and 
took the key. She ran downstairs and in the hall she heard 
her servants in the kitchen. She saw Mark’s shabby bag 
and his painting box standing by the door. She gathered 
them up noiselessly and put them in the back of the dark 
little closet where the phone was. Then she went to the 
kitchen door and opened it. 

Kathe and Juli were fixing breakfast trays. They stared 
at her. ^ 

“ Gdbd-moming,” she said. 

“Good-moming, gracious lady.” 

“I couldn’t sleep,” she said, “I came down early and got 
some coffee and some fruit for myself. Please bring me 
another cup to the writing-room.” 

She went to the little room off the stair landing. It 
was really a small library, with bright blue painted walls 
over book-shelves, a little, white porcelain stove, a blond 
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Biedermeier desk. One immense French window, hung 
with crossed loops of wliite muslin, took up one wall and 
opened into her own little rock garden. 

She sat down at the desk, took a sheet of paper and 
pencil to write a note. This was to be instructions for Mark 
when he should wake, how he was to get out of the house 
without being seen. Or perhaps being seen, but not causing 
stirprise. How could that be? He couldn’t possibly take 
his bags and walk out without someone on the place stopping 
him as a thief who was just making off with the silver.. No, 
he couldn’t chance getting out without being noticed. He 
could only perhaps get in. Then to leave again would be 
easy. She looked out of the window to the rock garden; a 
little path through the snow led to the drive. It will be as 
though lie came up the drive, she thought, and in this door. 
Only he needn’t really come in, so of course no one will 
see him. He’ll come to the hall as we’re all at limch and 
call out, “Any one here?” and I’ll say, “why, it’s Mr. 

Preysing. Come on in. But how did you gel in ” “I 

just wandered in by that little side door. I’m on my way 
from the station. I walked.” Each servant will think only 
he failed to see or hear him. Then he’ll lunch and I’ll call . 
him a car from the village. It’s very simple. This was to 
be slipped in an envelope under his door. 

On the wide desk there was a notebook left open with a 
pencil laid across it. She knew whose it was because the 
girls never came in here. When her pencil point broke she 
reached for this one and her eye lingered on the fine, neat, 
almost womanish script. It was the Book of course. 

She read, “ War of to-day is a return to war of the MidcKe 
Ages in that cities, not armies, are the oojective, ^»ith this 
obvious difference, that instead of the lingering siege, the 
clumsy assault, conditions now lend themselves to the 
lightning stroke whose purpose is not so much destruction 
as the instant paralysis of civilian morale. That this can 
sometimes even be accomplished psychologically, and 
without the firing of a shot, is proved by the last crisis in 
which civilian morale broke in anticipation; and the mere 
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fear of such a war paralyzed a whole national policy " 

The last word had a jerky line showing the contempt 
amounting to nervous rage with which he had written it. 
Contempt with him, she had seen it often, became what 
fear did in those people of whom he wrote, a sort of hysteria. 

Yes, he was here, and no farther away than the village. 
He was here and for an hour she had forgotten him. But 
now the room filled with him and she couldn’t write her 
note. She sat looking at the page on which she had only 
wriaten very stiffly, as though it were an invitation to dinner, 
^“Dear Mr. Preysing. ” * 

But the note had to be written. She closed the notebook 
and stuck it in a pigeon-hole of the desk. Then she went on: ' 
“At exactly twelve forty-five will you please* coq|ie down- 
stairs and take yotir bags which are in the closet where the 
telephone is, under the stair. Please be sure no one sees you 
come down. You will know we are at lunch by the voices 
from the dining-room at the back of the house and the 
sound of dishes ” 

As she wrote the sun began to come up. It had not 
reached over the low notch at the eastern end of the valley 
but the sky was pink, the snow outside was turning pink. 
She got up and went to the French window to see it. A 
whole flock of little golden clouds streamed up from the 
dark crests. The sky behind’tiiem was deep and luminous. 
Every snowy shrub, every rock in her little garden, cast 
a delicate image on the rosy snow. She leaned against the 
cold glass and she felt so flooded with sudden happiness 
that it seemed only the glass held her from dissolving into 
the li^t outsida. 

A dutch of the old fear told her that perhaps this also 
was too much, this also was fdrbidden, but she knew the 
joy of having gone too far, of having committed herself 
too deeply, to turn back. She had the hope that such happi- 
ness might create slowly another world where fear would 
be 'finally impotent. Only her knees and hand s trembled, 
her throat contracted uimoticed. 


293 



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


Mark woke and looked over at the bed. 

She was really there. 

He thought in flurried, acute flashes of what had 
happened, but he tried not to remember too clearly. Each 
step taken separately had the pain of failure but in the end 
it was success. Hd couldn’t feel at what point it became, 
success, but success was enough. Only failure had to be 
examined. There she was. The triumph and miracle 
of her lying {here grew and filled him till it was more than 
he could sup(])ort. 

He got up and stretched out his arms and yawned. The 
fur coat lay by the couch. It must have been put over him. 
Fritz must have covered him. He hadn’t noticedjsut it didn’t 
matter. This, he thought is the way they feel all the time, 
the megalo-maniacs, the supermen. He felt a little of a 
superman himself. 

He tiptoed over to look at her. She was asleep. Really ' 
asleep this time, nattirally and with a look of freshness 
about her. There was even colour in her lips. Her hand 
when he touched it was warm and moist. He sat down on 
the edge of the bed to look at her. Seeing her so relaxed 
and smooth he suddenly remembered her vividly as she had 
been in the wagon, and he remembered the doctor. He knew 
it was the first of many hauntings that would come to him, 
hauntings that would have to be endured and could be 
endured so long as he saw her safe. He loved her more 
now, lying safe, than he had ever loved her before. So much 
that no matter what happened, this moment, though 
she was unconscious of him, was the best they would ever 
have together. 

The Countess, it seemed, had given her food. His eyes 
wandered to the tray covered by the napkin. He felt proud 
of the Countess, as though she had managed to do him 
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credit with the family. He knew he would presently feel 
more than that, but he wasn’t free to feel it till he had taken 
the last drop from this. 

Already it was diminishing a little. He thought again 
of the long way ahead to safety. Of course Fritz will get 
the passport by some time to-morrow certainly. Then I 
can put her quietly on the train. She’ll have a bad moment 
of fear at the border and it’ll be over. Then all she’ll have 
to do will be to remember. Just now I forget easily, but I’ll 
be remembering more and more, and she’ll have to remember 
too. Her sleep, her air of innocence, will pass. We’ll both 
^ave to support the remembrance of these things. 

For* the first time he who was so young saw that what 
makes age is the accumulating weight of menfory* That a 
thin|; come to pass never quite loses its solidarity, never 
quite vanishes. If we could forget, we’d never grow old. 

He saw the white note lying on the floor just inside the 
door where the Countess had pushed it. He got up and picked 
it up and saw it held a small, flat key. He read it and felt 
lighter, triumphant again. 

“ My dear Mr. Preysing.” It covered two pages — delicate, 
•meticulous instructions, written as though all she asked 
him to do were the most natural thing in the world. What 
was clear in it was that he was to leave the house and stay 
away and that she herself would look out for Madam Ritter. 
But he thought, smiling in spite of himself, I may have to 
wait here for days. She can’t keep me away all that time. 
It doesn’t matter what she tries to do. It’s clear she isn’t 
one of those who know how to direct her plan, her destiny, 
or whatever you want to call it. And I’m stronger than she 
is, I can bring what I want to pass. Actually he saw her as 
an exquisite supplementary creature taking her place in his 
and Emmy’s destiny. Her legend was only a part of theirs, 
dovetailing into it at the exact moment required. She was 
to be always the passive one, taking what was sent her or 
forced on her. Her fate was clearly written as in a fairy 
tale. 

Emmy still slept and he decided not to wake her. Her 
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sleep was precious. He washed himself in the bathroom, 
smoothed his hair. Then he re-read the Countess’ instructions 
and set a match to them. He waited till his watch told him 
it was twelve-thirty, then he put on his overcoat, took his 
hat, and unlocked the door gently with the little key. He 
opened it a crack to listen. He could hear somewhere below 
the voices of the girls. They were probably not in the dining- 
room yet. The upstairs corridor was thickly carpeted. On 
a chest by the door stood an old wooden Tyrolean saint. 
The light was cold, snow light from the window at the end 
and a skylight overhead. He stepped out, looked aroimd, 
and saw only closed doors around him, the head of the stair.' 

Then the voices suddenly grew louder and he kitew the 
girls had cohie out into the hall and were going across to 
the dining-rt)om. He waited till they had been there for a 
few minutes, then closed the door of the bedroom, locked it 
carefully and put the key in his pocket. She had told him 
there were two keys. He tiptoed down the stairs. On the 
landing he looked into a little blue writing room with 
French windows opening on to a rock garden on a ledge of 
the hill. This was the way he was supposed to come in. He 
went on down, looking around the lower hall. He didn’t ' 
remember anything about it. It surprised him by being a 
hall with no special peculiarity. 

No one was in sight. He found the telephone closet 
under the stairs and got his bags out. Then he came back 
where he could look into the dining-room. 

He saw light striking the ash blond hair of the Countess 
and the reflected light from the white cloth and glasses 
illuminating her face. She was in the midst of the g;irls, of 
course, but with a self-conscious look as tliough she was 
listening for him. He felt‘a sudden shyness himself that he 
would see her again under all those acute, watchful eyes. 

He set his bags down and stepped inside the door. The 
girls all turned and a servant with her head tied in a silk 
handkerchief stood still in surprise. Only the Countess, 
expecting him, was slow to look up. 

“Hallo,” he said. 
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“ Why, Mr. Preysing 1 ” she exclaimed in a voice of surprise, 
“ What are you doing here ? ” She held out her hand cordially. 

“I just walked in,” he said. “I got lost somewhere in 
your garden.” 

“Really? Where have you come from?” 

“I got in on the noon train. I thought I’d walk to the 
village.” 

“Girls,” she said, “you remember Mr. Preysing. Juli 
bring another chair. You’ll have some lunch with us?” 

•“Thanks. Just coffee, if I may.” 

“Sit down. Juli, Mr. Preysing will take coffee. Have 
you any luggage?” she asked. 

“ rieft it in the hall.” ' 

“Good. But it’s quite a way to town, you'knqw. You’d 
better let me call you a taxi later. Yes, we ’actually have 
taris here in the country.” 

She talked gaily and rapidly. He was surprised at the 
determination with which she undertook to deceive every- 
body. But she had a critical audience. The girls remem- 
bered him very well. They remembered also how he had 
preferred to see the Countess alone and how she had dis- 
appeared at tea-time last Sunday. They were very curious 
about this Ivtr. Preysing, but they also remember^ he had 
let them down. 

They looked at his face and hands, the way his hair was 
cut, his tie, his coat, his cigarette-case, the cigarette he took 
out and the way he lighted it. They listened to his voice 
and accent and what he said. They couldn’t make him out. 
He was intensely interesting to them, but he didn’t seem to 
be quite the Countess’s cup of tea. Was he an actor perhaps ? 
That would be marvellous. They sat with intense curiosity 
and cold reserve while the Countess made conversation with 
him. 

After they had eaten he said, “I think I’ll call that taxi 
now if you don’t mind.” 

“Juli will call it,” she said. “Have another coffee while 
you wait. I suppose,” she said, “you’re here to do some 
painting. Will you paint this afternoon?” 
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A painter they thought. So that’s it. 

“Yes,” he answered. And he added suddenly, “Let me 
paint you.” 

“Good heavens! I’m too old,” she said. “Besides, I’m 
afraid of you modem painters. You should paint one of 
the girls,” she said. 

He looked slowly around at them and a tremor of 
excitement passed through them. They were entering into 
competition, and Marie, who couldn’t any longer resist 
attracting attention, said hypocritically, “Oh, do paint 
Sully — she’s simply ‘divine,” and she nodded toward the tall 
English girl beside her. Then they all began to talk at once, 
*but his eyes, moving over them, rested on Suzanne, and the 
girls were; disappointed again. They thought her very chic 
(why shouldift she be, with her mother the great dress- 
maker?) but she was the ugliest of them all. She was also the 
oldest. Mark looked at her because he thought she looked 
in a curious way like Emmy. Like a younger sister perhaps 
of Emmy, with the shape of her eyes and bones somewhat 
the same and with thick black hair. 

But he didn’t suggest painting her. He told them the 
story of Gainsborough, or was it someone else? — ^who said a 
portrait was a picture of someone where the nose was too 
long. They hadn’t heard that, but they asked him who was 
the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen in his life, and 
what type he liked best, and what famous people he had 
painted. 

Juli came to say the taxi had come. He got up and the 
Ck>untess said, “Fll come with you.” 

She stood up and went into the hall with him. They' 
stopped just inside the front door. 

“There it is,” she said. 

She didn’t look at him because it was just here that he 
had held her in his arms last night and kissed her. He 
thought of it too, saying nothing, but watching her. 

“Don’t worry,” she said, still evading his look. “I’ll 
take care of her. But don’t come back, please.” 

“Why not?” 
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“Surely you see why not. You read what I wrote you 
about the funeral? He expects you to go to the church. 
At three o’clock.” 

“Yes, I’ll go.” 

“Of course, when everything is arranged, when she’s 
better, then you will have to come and take her away. You 
can telephone me though, if you like. Where no one will 
hear you, of course. And speak English. I’ll tell you how she 
is, and you must tell me what you’ve been able to do about 
getting her away.” 

“When shall I telephone?” 

“About eight,” she said, “or perhaps later. Any time 
during the evening will do. Don’t make it too^late.” 

He wanted to say, why can’t I come back? Becaase of 
the lover? Will he be here again to-night ? * 

It was curious of how little account he had become, that 
shadowy man, leaning back in the car in the early morning. 
He’d easily forgotten about him. But he wanted to speak 
of him now, and he would have if they hadn’t been standing 
where they stood the night before. He wondered if she 
remembered it, or if she had been so frightened she hadn’t 
' even realized what he had done. Or if it was of no con- 
sequence to her, the clumsy kiss of a boy. He wasn’t even 
sure of what consequence it was to him. He had so little 
time for her. 

She looked up at him and suddenly she smiled uncon- 
sciously and eagerly. She looked at him almost blindly and 
said, “ Then you’ll telephone of course.” Her eyes shone with 
pprejoy. 

He yas speechless and he caught at her hand awkwardly 
and kissed it, in the custom of t^e country. “I’ll telephone 
of coiuse,” he stammered, “eight o’clock.” 

“Yes, eight o’clock.” 

He dropped her hand, picked up his bags, and went out 
to the taxi. 

He had the driver take him to another, simpler hotel, 
one Fritz had told Mm of, in the village itself. There thqr 
gave him a bare, little, dean room under the eaves with 
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furniture made by the local carpenter, a window-box 
inside the window, full of geraniums. 

After he’d left his things there he got himself some 
sandwiches and beer in the little restaurant. Then, as it was 
only two o’clock, he went for a walk. He wanted to find the 
forest path to the lake where he had first met the Countess. 
But that had been just in front of the other hotel. Now he 
covildn’t find it. He went through the village and on toward 
a mountain path. 

It was a sunny day, full of spring in spite of the anow 
still covering the ^ound. On the balconies of the wooden 
houses, housewives were hanging out all their bedding to’ 
dry in the sun. The little town was fluttering as though with 
banners. The air was so pure and full of s\m, smelling at 
once of sno^V and pine sap, that he felt drunk from it. He 
hummed as he went, filling his limgs in the effort of the 
climb. 

A little dark stream rushed along beside him, full of 
tiny waves, each tipped with light. Further up it formed a 
pool and he saw at the bottom brown leaves on a grey rock, 
the dart of a trout, the gleam of a little tm can. 

He saw the little red cable car sliding, up what seemed 
a tiny thread, to the highest peak on his left. All the peaks 
were brittle and nearly transparent in the light, and such 
sharp motion was apparent in their stillness that they looked 
as though they had been thrown up the instant before, 

Further on, when he’d reached the fringes of forest, he 
heard singing, so robust and melodious he would have lilfprl 
to join it, until he recognised it as one of the party songs. 
A file of young men healthily coloured, but gangling in their 
short breeches, came down the path. They saluted Viim 
gaily as they passed. 

Further up he heard a pleasanter song, and a little way 
oflt in a clearing he saw wood-cutters resting in the sun. 
They were stripped to the waist and their milk-white backs 
were stained with the red blood imderneath. They too waved 
at him as he passed, not stopping their song. The moun tains 
seemed to echo with music. 
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At last he came to a higher open meadow, sloping steeply 
upward, and looking at his watch he saw he had no time to 
go further. He sat down on a rock to rest before climbing 
back. 

As he sat a skier came out of the woods at the far tip 
of the meadow. He paused to look aroimd, a small figure 
not much darker than the snow. Then with a noiseless, 
incredibly sharp and graceful motion he swung down in 
the Norwegian manner, coining so swiftly, growing so 
mugh bigger as he came, that Mark felt a tingle of awe. 
In his mind he tried to record the swirl of converging curves 
• that would give on a fiat surface, the impression of that 
amazing beauty of flight. He was staring with interest 
and admiration as the man stemmed to a stop beside him, 
a very big man, he saw, blond, with somet^n^ familiar 
about his cold, crimson face, in a white sweater rolled up 
around his ears, white cap and gloves. The man did no 
more than glance at him and went on down a nearly parallel 
ski trail thrfiugh the forest. 

I must go back to the funeral, Mark thought. But the 
moxmtains held him, and his own happiness held him. I 
may have to stay for days, he thought. To-morrow I can 
come here again. Perhaps I can make her come here 
with me. The thought of this blurred into a general 
brightness. 

Fortunately it was much quicker going down. 

Before he reached the village he heard a bell tolling. 
In all the sun and song laden air of the valley the bell made 
a small darkness each time it sounded. It was for Emmy — 
for Emmy Ritt«, who lay warm and safe in the Countess’s 
bed; &r rather it was for death and the certainty of death, 
which if it doesn’t come to-iay comes to-morrow. It 
frightened him a little to hear it, but he thought, at any 
rate not to-day, and to-morrow doesn’t exist till it comes. 

The church, with a pincushion tower, was on the edge 
of the town. The door was open and a small group of 
peasants were standing around it. The women wore dark 
shawls and their strange, tilted little hats. The men had 
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their hats in their hands. He saw the brown bearded man 
who was Fritz’s brother, and the sledge with the big horses 
waiting just outside in the yard. As he came up they all 
stared at him gravely, with curiosity and a little conventional 
sadness. No one spoke but Fritz’s brother, who came up and 
took him by the arm and said, “ Mr. Preysing ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Come in.” 

He went inside with his heart beating fast. He looked 
aroxmd the little white church with high, pale windows, 
pink and white virgins in niches and ex-votos on the walls, 
and saw at the end before the altar the wooden cofiBn that 
contained, he reminded himself, only some logs and old 
quilts. On it was a wreath of evergreens and a bunch of 
florist’s roses* Fritz had thought of the roses. A small, old 
priest stood there and Fritz in a black suit with a collar 
that reached up to his ears. The few people outside moved 
in after them and the priest, after a word or two to Fritz, 
began the service. ' 

He had wondered a little, as he came down the mountain 
side, whether he could give the right impression at this 
service. Now he didn’t think of it. The chmch was icy 
cold. The priest seemed frightened, he scampered through 
the service in a whispering voice; with his aged hand he 
shook holy water from the aspergill on to the coffin. The 
peasants from time to time looked at Fritz or Mark, drawing 
what satisfaction was their due out of this grief, but at the 
same time they looked concerned and kindly. 

To Mark the gestures of the priest, the solemnity of the 
peasants, had an air of sacrilege that made him uneasy. 
It was false and he feared it was punishable. The simple 
acceptance of these people was being mocked. He glanced 
at Fritz, who stood, hands clasped on the ancient Homburg, 
staring sombrely at the coffin. Fritz looked as though he 
really believed it held her. He looked as though truly she 
lay in there dead. For a moment Mark nearly believed it. 
In a pause of the priest’s voice he heard a bird twitter outside 
and remembered the high, simny slopes again, and the rush 
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of the little stream and smell of pine sap and all life in 
which she was still a part. 

Two men, cxirious as to what was going on, came to the 
door and looked in and went on again. 

He thought the service, short as it was, would never end. 
Don’t let it be a sacrilege, he begged. Death is so certain 
anyway. It is always here and now and we can truly mourn 
her death now as well as later, even though she is still 
living. And it isn’t this death which is the illusion, he 
thought, but all living. AlHiving isn’t really a part of time 
but a part of death. And so let me moum her honestly now, 

' as I must, and then let me escape once more into life outside 
and into joy, no matter how much of an illusion they may* 
be. ♦ 

The priest stopped and turned to Fritz. , 

•It was over, but it was not over. Fritz introduced Mark 
to the priest, who shook his hand mournfully and hurriedly. 
Then Fritz made a signal and two stalwart peasants, one 
the bearded* brother, stepped forward. 

“You take one end,” said Fritz. 

They and Fritz and Mark lifted the coffin and carried it 
out to the yard. It seemed very light. There they put it on 
the sledge and the brother climbed up and motioned Mark to 
climb up beside him. All this, he thought, I’m going to 
try not to be aware of. There were no bells now on the 
horses, but the church bell began to toll once more. A knot 
of people by the gate moved aside as they went through. 
They turned up toward the meadows above the village, 
going very slowly so that Fritz and the few people with him 
t:ould follow on ^oot. Mark sat with eyes down, not looking 
at wlftt they passed. 

Presently they turned through an opening in a wooden 
fence and stopp^ before a house. They got down, lifted 
the coffin again, and carried it up a snowy slope to a newly 
dug grave in a little cluster of white birch trees. There 
was a man waiting and ropes for lowering it. This took 
some time, and the sun reached the top of the mountains 
and vanished, turning the valley below them into a great 
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violet bowl of snow, with the sky above still luminous day- 
colour. Mark heard the first earth falling on the coffin, 
and Fritz took him by the arm. 

“We’re giving these people a little food,” he said. “ You 
probably won’t want to join them.” 

“No,” Mark said. 

They walked back down the miry slope, the others 
following at a little distance. 

“I have a list of the expenses,” Fritz said. He took a 
folded paper out of his pocket. “Here it is. The truck, the 
clothes, and so footh, gasoline, priest, grave-digger, food 
for the mourners, some extra, all enumerated. You’ll find 
it here.” « 

Mark got out his purse and took a roll of paper bills. 
“Here,” hfe said. “Now what about the passport?” 

“I’m taking the wagon back right away. It’s a good 
excuse for leaving at once. I’ll start attending to it to-night.” 

He drew Mark aroimd the comer of the house and they 
watched the others go past and into the front 'door. They 
were talking now naturally and cheerfully, in anticipation 
of the food and beer. 

“How are things down there?” Fritz pointed his thumb 
toward the violet valley below, growing rapidly darker so 
that a few lights shone in it. 

“Everything’s fine. She’s getting along beautifully.” 

“ The lady is making no trouble ?” 

“None at all.” 

“ Good. Now, Mr. Mark, you stay as quietly at the hotel 
as you can. Be sad and quiet. Every one in the village will 
know by now what you’re here for. Better come up to- 
morrow and visit the grave. Bring flowers." Be sentimental 
about it and cry a little iftyou can. People here like that. 
But don’t talk to any one more than you can help. You 
might pay a call on the Countess. That way you can keep 
an eye on Madam Ritter and people will notice it and think 
you’re in good society. 

Mark gave a suppressed laugh. Now that he was happy 
it was a pity there was no one to share Fritz with. 



“ We*d better go in for a minute,” Fritz said. “ They’JJ 
want to meet you.” 

The house was the least attractive of its kind that Mark 
had seen. It was new, of yellow brick, but built with the 
great sloping roof and wooden gallery of the country. 

“Besides,” Fritz said, “my brother wants you to see his 
cows.” 

They went in the front door. In a room to the right 
some people sat aroimd a green faience stove, and on a table 
were>plates and bottles. They stopped a moment at the door 
and one by one the peasants came in rilence and shook 
\lark’s hand. 

Thai Fritz and the brown-bearded brother took him 
down the long hall. At the end the brother opened the door 
and led them into the stable. It took up most df the house. 
As the door opened they were enveloped in the sharp stink. 
All winter the cows and horses had been stabled here, and 
there were twenty-four cows and calves, five bulls, and five 
horses. Their condition, Mark thought, would surely make 
a sanitary inspector faint. As they passed slowly between 
the stalls he heard them pouring water into the manure 
• piles already heaped high in their stalls. He had to look at 
each animal carefully. The brother said nothing, but pointed 
out the finer points. He smoked his pipe, looking at Mark 
steadily to be sure he was giving all his attention. Fritz 
had a sad, bored look. 

They came out at the door opening on to the back of the 
yard. There were great piles of manure here, and two 
sledges for hauling wood down from the moun tai ns, one 
of them the sledge that had hauled the coflBn. He also 
noticed *the delivery wagon, very urban and sleek in the 
littered yard. 

Fritz said, “I’ll drive you as far as the hotel.” 

^ Mark shook hands with the brother who had never to 
this moment spoken a word. He held Mark’s hand and taking 
his pipe from his mouth said gravely, “Well, now you’ve 
seen my cows.” 

“Yes,” Mark said. “They were magnificent beasts.” 
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He climbed up beside Fritz on the driver’s seat. Fritz, 
after a word with his brother, started the engine. It was 
quite dark now, stars were out. Fritz turned on the head- 
lights and then drove out of the yard into the miry road. 

As they drove Fritz said, “Well, it’s better this way, 
isn’t it?” 

“ Good God, yes,” Mark said. 

They were both spent. They had nothing now to say 
to each other. Once Mark said, “ I suppose you’ll be getting 
out yourself shortly.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Fritz said. “You see how these 
people live. Pretty bad But still, it’s my own country. 
And then, everything’s getting better now.” 

“Yes, I suppose so.” 

“You’ve’got to admit he’s done a lot for us,” he said. 
“More than that fellow of yours over there." He s^ke 
with an insolent side look at Mark, and added sourly, 
“I’m a strictly practical man. As long as I can make money 
I’ll stay anywhere.” 

Mark laughed again. “Old Fritz 1” he cried. “Fixer of 
water closets I You’re a mad romantic. No use trying to 
fool any one.” 

Fritz drove on in disapproving silence. At the hotel 
he stopped. 

Mark said, “You’d better come in so I can give you a 
cheque, in case you need more money.” 

Th^ went into the little office and borrowed a pen 
from a young, polite clerk at the desk, and Mark signed a 
cheque, leaving the amount blank. 

“O.K.?” he asked. 

“ O.K., Mr. Mark, but I don’t think I’ll need any’more.” 
He folded it carefully. " 

“Well, good luck then,’! Mark said. 

Fritz put the cheque in an inside pocket. By the way he 
folded it you would have known he was an honest man. 
Then he looked at Mark and a desire to be rude again, 
together with real anxiety, showed in his face. 

“Are you sure you can get along by yourself?” 
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“Without you?” Mark asked mockingly. “Watch me. 
Just watch me.” 

“ I might be able to get back to-morrow night.” 

“Don’t hTuxy.” 

“You’re crazy,” Fritz said. He shrugged, gave Mark a 
last disagreeable, anxious, almost affectionate look, and 
went out. 

Mark went up to his room. It was quite dark now. He 
turned on the light and lay down on his bed. It was after 
five.* , 

, In a few hours, he thought. I’ll tdephone her. If I 
can’t go mpelf into that house of hers my voice can, and she 
will have to listen to it. He was thinking of wjiat he would 
say. He was still thinking of it when he heard a ^ock on 
his 4oor. 

“Yes?” 

It opened and the young clerk from below stood there 
with his eyeg wide open in an interested surprise. 

“A gentleman to see you, sir.” 

“Who is it?” 

The name the clerk gave him was one he had never heard 
before, but it had a very formidable sound. Mark sat up. 

“Who? Say that again, please.” 

The clerk repeated it. 

“You’re sure he wants to see me?” 

“Yes, sir. He asked for Mr. Preysing.” 

“ I’ll come down.” 

But he already heard his visitor’s heavy steps on the 
stair. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


The girls would be gathered in the library for tea, but the 
Countess had not heard the General’s car so she went in 
once more to see how Emmy was getting on. 

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, she must have 
been up because the fur coat was aroimd her shoulders.' 

“Ohl” the Countess exclaimed, “you’re better.” 

“I’m trying to see how well I am.” 

Her voice^was stronger now, it had the deep flexibility 
of the actress’s voice, and sitting up, more fully awake, she 
looked entirely different. The Countess searched her face 
for a resemblance to Mark and saw it only vaguely in the 
dark coloiuring. What was alike was a grace of movement, 
a manner of holding the head and lifting the liands, some- 
thing bold and silky smooth as though their bones had been 
chiselled and fitted together by jewellers. 

She sat down beside her on the bed and took her hand. 
“You have no fever?” 

“I don’t think so. I think I’m pretty well. I’ve eaten 
some fruit and drunk some milk. How terribly good it 
tasted 1” 

“It’s not much. But I didn’t dare bring more. You see, 
I’m the only one in the house who knows you’re here. I 
mean my servants don’t know.” 

“I see ” Emmy looked thoughtfully at her. She 

wished to ask no prying questions. “I’re been thinlring 
that I’m a great danger to.you,” she said, “and that f ought 
to go.” 

“No, no. Not yet. That’s impossible.” The Cotmtess 
spoke earnestly. “ Please don’t think of it until everything’s 
arranged. It will be very soon. Your — ^your son,” she said 
haltingly, “will do what has to be done.” 

Out of her own confusion of motive she wanted 
instinctively to throw the credit for Emmy’s rescue back 

308 



on Mark. She wasn’t willing yet to accept the fiill impli- 
cation of what she herself had done. But in Emmy’s di;^ 
eyes she was beginning to see, for Emmy wasn’t a woman 
to balk at the truth in others, or in herself, even if it meant 
strange involvements and unexpected gratitude. 

Emmy leaned back on the pillow and clasped her hands 
behind her head. Her dark eyes turned from the Countess 
to the room, seeing its simple but also worldy elegance, 
and ramp back slowly to the face of the woman she’d never 
seen before to-day, the woman whose name she still didn’t 
know. , 

Twenty-four hours ago she’d been lying in the prison 
bed and the doctor had whispered in her ear, “ Whatever ^ 
happens, try to stay asleep, becaiise it will |)e all right.” 
He’d done that at the risk of his life. And now thmmknown 
woman also was ready, or so it seemed, to risk as much. 

The world had to 1^ learned all over. She said, "Those 
who come back from the dead have to begin again, don’t 
they? Lazasus never said a word. I always wondered why — 

I think I know now.” 

"Do you feel like Lazarus?” the Coimtess said, smiling. 

"1 feel as though I were seeing for the first time, and 
so have to learn all over again. I must learn to live with 
people who are more generous and more courageous than 
I ever dared believe. You can’t just thank them for that.” 

The Countess flushed. “You must be sure,” she stam- 
mered, “that your being here makes me very happy.” She 
felt she spoke conventionally and foolishly. But their 
eyes searched in each other honestly till the Countess’s eyes 
Jowered. She dropped Emmy’s hand and stood up again. 
Throiigh the cldsed door they heard the little golden clock 
strike five notes and play its |jttle tune. “Why, it’s five 
o’clock I” the Countess exclaimed. 

“Such a lovely clodt,” Emmy said. “I’ve heard it all 
through the day. No one could feel alone with such a 
clock.” 

“Yes, I love it,” the Countess said. “ But it often reminds 
me to do what I don’t want to do. Now I must leave you 
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and have tea with my girls. When they are all in bed I’ll 
come back and bring you some more warm food.” She 
gave a little gentle stroke to Emmy’s knee. * I hope you’ll 
be all right,” she said. 

When she got to the door she realized she hadn’t said 
what she came to say and what Emmy was probably waiting 
to hear. 

“Your son is in the village you know,” she said. “We 
thought it would be better if he weren’t seen here.” 

“Oh, yes,” Emmy’s eyes grew brighter and she gave a 
deep, luxurious sigh of contentment. “ Thank you,” she ^d. 

The Countess went out, locked the door behind her, and . 
^ took the key to her own room and put it in her desk. ^Then 
she went dov^tairs. 

When«he got to the library she saw with a disagreeable 
shock that the General was already there. He was sitting 
in the midst of the girls, waiting for her to come and pom 
his tea. He was in ski-ing clothes, a white sweater was rolled 
up around his neck and he had come, he said, en foot, just 
dropped in really, since he was on his way back to the hotel. 

“Have you been here long?” she asked, sitting down at 
the tea-table. 

“Just five minutes,” he said. 

“Juli didn’t tell me.” 

“ I told her not to announce me I knew you’d come down 
any moment.” 

His presence here while she hadn’t known of it startled 
her. It affected her physically so that her hands shook as 
she poured her tea. 

^He didn’t notice it. He sat by her, looking arotmd hito 
with satisfaction. “ It was a wonderftil afternoon,” Ije was 
telling them. “The snow, on the upper slopes was quite 
firm. But one had to climb like a mountain goat to get 
there. To-morrow I’ll take the cable car up to the peak and 
ski down. Who’d like to come up with me? You, Ruby, 
ought to come. It will be your last chance this year,” 

“I may,” she said absently. She was filling her own cup, 
thinking how she would be able to tell Bim that he must 
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not come back to-night, and how to put it in such a way 
that he really would not come. It would mean a quarrel. 
It would mean one of his dark, brutal angers, but she didn’t 
feel afraid of that. She even longed for the dark storm cloud 
that would keep him away from her. As he went on talking, 
partly to the girls and partly to her, she thought of these 
angers and how strange it was that now she longed only 
to bring one of them on, and her fingers began to get colder, 
her face flushed with excitement. 

The General, drinking hot tea, lounging back in his chair, 
was* enjoying himself in every way. ,He was enjoying 
•himself because he had been exercising violently, and while 
he had felt very ill for a while up there on the slopes, that 
had passed and now he was only conscious th%t he had put 
in a throughly manly afternoon. He liked the feel of hot tea 
and.food in his stomach, he liked to be taking it in this chic 
way, a Vanglmsc and with foreigners. He felt younger and 
handsomer in his white sweater rolled around his cliin 
than he did ui his uniform. But best of all as he looked at 
the Countess he was enjoying the secret of what was between 
them, made always so much more poignant, as at this 
moment, by these hard, but inexperienced young eyes 
turned on him. 

Suddenly in the midst of these pleasures, he felt a change 
in the atmosphere. He was not sensitive to atmosphere 
unless it threatened liis satisfaction or lus security. But now 
he w’as suddenly aware that something here was very subtly 
not quite right. 

He could hardly believe himself that anything was wrong. 
Aill talking, he began to go lightly over the ground, taking 
one p«int after ‘another to see what was wrong with it. 
When he came in the front doqr everything Iiad been the 
same; Juli had greeted him as usual. He scrutinized her 
manner: yes, she was quite as usual. Ruby hadn’t greeted 
him too warmly, but that was her way. That was because 
of the girls. The girls themselves were hanging on his 
words. Not one of them, not even Suzanne, talked among 
themselves. All of them listened to him. 
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“Another cup of tea, please,” he said, holding his cup 
out to the Countess. 

Then at what moment had the air of the house begun 
to strike him? “Yes,” he said, continuing a story of a bob- 
sled accident, “It’s an Olympic run. Only experts should 
try it.” As he talked he became gradually aware that in the 
fixed attention of the girls there was something light and 
vigorous and mocking. He looked from one to another as 
he talked. He felt in the pocket of his ski jacket and got out 
his monocle and fixed it in his eye. Yes, they listened 
demurely, but it jvas that that was off-key. It was their 
demureness that was too good to be true. They were over-* 
doing it. His eyes rested last on the French girl. She was 
looking dowji, ttmung a big link bracelet on her arm. Her 
face, so fer ^ he could make it out, was gravely amused. 
But not amused by what he was saying, for there -was 
nothing to be amused by in his bob-sled accident. 

Then they knew something. Something perhaps very 
trivial, but inimical to him. How disgusting they werel 
Only a few nights ago they were all imcritical adoration. 
Now they had decided there was something absurd about 
him He felt horribly ill at ease. Finishing abruptly his 
account of the accident, he let the conversation drop. 

Ruby he saw made no gracious attempts to retrieve it. 
She leaned back in her chair, her head resting on her hand, 
forgetting even to drink her tea. The girls began to talk 
back and forth to each other, including him, sometimes 
asking him a direct question, but they too made no real 
effort. They were waiting for something to happen. 

He began to feel ill again, as he had up on the slopes. 
He was furious at all of them for bringtng this sickness 
back, because they were .certainly responsible. He was 
getting one of his headaches. He looked at every object 
in the room with suspicion, the books, the porcelain figures 
of shepherds and shepherdesses. One of the girls got up to 
turn on the radio. It was the hour when they heard waltzes 
from Vienna, but the air was fiill of static this evening and 
only buzzes and whining soimds came through. 
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“Let’s not have that,” he said peremptorily. 

The girl turned it off, surprised at the tone of his voice, 
and the others at once looked at him in an unfriendly way. 
Now they were passing judgment on him. Now they didn’t 
like him. And he knew that for that he hated them. He had 
really always hated them and that fact had made their 
adoration the sweeter, as now it made their critical attitude 
the more intolerable. But he had done nothing. What was 
it? He wanted to get up, to say, I must find out what’s 
wrqng here. He felt almost that when he got up there 
wo^d be an absurd sign pinned on his back. 

Then the new American girl said in a careless, general 
voice,* “Suzanne and I passed Mr. Preysing in the village ' 
this afternoon, but he didn’t see us.” • 

“Oh, where was he?” said Marie. • * 

“ We were going in the postcard shop. He was walking 
along at a great rate. I suppose he was going painting, but 
he didn’t have any paints.” 

The General said, “Mr. Preysing?” 

The Countess, without taking her head from her hand, 
felt a long wave of fright. She had now only an instant’s 
safety, only until he asked her a question. 

“Why didn’t you bring him back to tea?” Marie said. 
“Pm sure the Countess wouldn’t have minded, would you. 
Countess?” 

The Countess didn’t answer but she managed a smile in 
which the girls instantly detected reproach. At once they 
were sorry. Perhaps they shouldn’t have said anything. And 
they knew they shouldn’t when they heard the General’s 
*^ice, so elaborately smooth, “And who is Mr. Preysing?” 

No*one answered and he repeated sharply, “ Who is Mr. 
Preysing?” * 

Marie said, “ He’s an artist.” 

He could see that they had spontaneously started out to 
tease him and had almost immediately decided to stop. 
They now looked according to their way of expressing 
ill-ease, sullen, abstracted, or sarcastic. On Suz ann e’s face 
only was a quick look of concern. This then was what had 
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been wrong. This he’d begun to feel, even before they gave 
it away. 

“You should certainly have brought Mr. Presying for 
tea,” the General said. “Tdl me, Ruby, is he by any cl^ce 
that young man we were talking about?” 

“What young man?” she said vaguely. 

“Surely you remember. The one who took you to the 
concert. The young painter. The one,” he added with 
emphasis, “who came to settle his mother’s estate.” 

“Yes, he is,” she said. No use lying, because a few 
inquiries in the village would settle Aat. 

He turned to the girls, adjusting his monocle again. < 
“Then you should certainly have brought him. I’m sure 
the Countess' would want to see him. I’d like to see the 
famous young man myself.” 

“ Oh, is he famous?” said Sully languidly. 

“ So I hear. Or else he expects to be. I can’t remember 
which.” 

“He’s very attractive,” said the new American girl, 
feeling an irresistible desire to back up her compatriot. 

“Is he indeedl Then I’m all the more anxious to meet 
him. But 1 don’t see, Ruby, why he doesn’t come of his own 
accord. Surely he expects to pay his respects to you. It’s 
the least he could do after all your entertainment of him. 
Or isn’t that an American custom ?” 

“He did come,” the American said bluntly. Suzanne 
looked at her with an imploring expression. The American 
looked around at the girls’ disapproving faces. “ Well — he 
did,” she said. 

“ He had lunch with us,” the Coimtess said. ^ 

“Lunch?” the General cried. “How defightful. But not 
tea, and not breakfast ? Perhaps he’s coming for dinner then ? ” 

“No. Why should he come for dinner ?” 

“Why not? I’m coming for dinner. He might as well 
come too The young ladies will certainly enjoy a younger 
man about. Perhaps you would enjoy a younger man 
yourself.” 

“I haven’t asked him.” 
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"Then I'll ask him. Where is he staying?” 

“I have no idea.” 

“No ideal Well then, I must find out. That will be 
easy. There are so few hotels. Come, let’s make a gala 
evening of it. I’ll bring him back with me, shall I?” 

“Please don’t,” the Countess said. “I’ll invite my own 
guests.” 

This was nearly becoming a public quarrel. It gave 
him a further idea. “ Am I to believe you’ve had a quarrel ?” 
he said. “ Why that won’t do at all. We must make that up 
at once.” » 

. “ Kurt,” she said sharply, “have you forgotten why he is 

here?”. 

He shook his head, his monocle fell ironii his eye and 
he looked at her with his heavy, persistent raill^! A child 
could have seen his deep anger imdemeath it. The girls’ 
distaste for him he covild feel now without question. How 
they wished they had left him alone 1 And Ruby’s fright 
he also felt, and her fluttering resistance. But he didn’t care. 
He was blind with anger. 

“ Why, no, I haven’t forgotten,” he said. “ But perhaps 
he has. Or else he thinks it is better to pass the time with 
a few distractions — ^lunches, concerts, lovely ladies, and 
so on.” 

She thought, I should never have forgotten for an instant 
how dangerous he can be. Then a phrase of his struck her, 
“to pass the time.” That meant Kurt had not bothered to 
find out when the day of execution was and did not know 
that it was to have been this very morning. He did not 
iKihw that in the meantime Emmy had officially died in 
prison.* Best of all he did not know yet that Mark ^d found 
out anything about it. He thought of him as still making 
inquiries, as still “passing tlie time.” It would be easy for 
her to say. You must not ask him here, his mother was 
buried this afternoon. But wouldn’t he find it strange then 
that Mark had come for limch? If he knew Madam Ritter’s 
funeral was this afternoon, and that Mark had even been 
to it, then he already knew the first link of the whole fantastic 
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tale, and he might find other strange points to remember, 
the delivery wagon coming in the driveway for instance. 
No, better he should still think that Mark was only iiimbling 
around, ignorant of the true state of his mother. Of course, 
any one in the village could tell him of the iiineral, but 
Kurt wasn’t one to inquire about village happenings unless 
his suspicion was aroused. If she let him have his way and 
bring Mark here, he’d not have to ask questions at the hotel 
about him. Perhaps to-morrow they could get away. 

“Write him a note,” he said, “I’ll take it to him myself.” 

She thought of writing a warning. Say nothing about 
your mother’s death; he doesn’t know. Whatever Kurt, 
would do, she thought he wouldn’t be a man to read a letter 
entrusted todiim. But how did she really know if he would 
or not ? ft too dangerous to count on his code as opposed 
to his jealousy and anger. She could think of no way to 
conceal a warning in a casual note. If I were only clever, 
she thought desperately. 

“ Well, if you insist,” she said. « 

“Or better still. I’ll call at his hotel on the way back. 
Oh, don’t worry. I can easily find it. No doubt the first 
man 1 ask will know where he is. Such an attractive young 
man must have already created a sensation in the village.” 

He went on with his raillery, looking from one to 
another of the girls, smiling and showing his white teeth, 
but they were only embarrassed now that he should go on 
knowing none of their rules. And they were embarrassed 
too that they had made a mistake and let the Countess in 
for something more serious than they had expected. She, 
with a pained look on her face, slowly emptied her edid, 
untouched cup of tea and poured herself another, i 

“Will any of you havevnore tea?” she asked. 

They shook their heads. 

“Why, we’ll take him ski-ing with us to-morrow,” 
the General went on. “No doubt he’s a formidable sports- 
man too. No doubt he’d show us all how much better it’s 
done in America. Perhaps he’s even a champion at this 
too.” 
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One of the girls excused herself and went upstairs. 
Others followed her. Only Suzanne and the American 
stayed. They went over to the bookshelves, took up a book 
and began to look at it together. They had the feeling that 
they were protecting the Countess by their presence. The 
General watched the girls leave and when he saw the other 
two intended to stay he knew just why they were doing it. 
There was nothing he could say here and now to Ruby. 
Be s i des, he couldn’t think. In his thickened veins the blood 
was«pounding heavily. He felt quite sick. 

He got up and said, “ Well, Ruby, I muSt leave you. I’ll go 
* and change and get your young man. At eight we’ll be back. ” 

She didn’t get up to go to the door with him as she 
always did. He bent over her hand. “ Make yourself very 
beautiful,” he said, “to-night will be a gala night.” 

When he got outside the cold air restored him a little. 
It was dark as night already and he had nearly a mile to 
walk to the village. He hadn’t stopped here on his way as 
he said. He^d been ski-ing on the slopes high above the 
village and had gone through the town, left his skis at his 
hotel, and hurried on here without waiting to change. 
The snow on the road had melted during the day’s sun and 
he splashed along the slushy edge of the road, standing aside 
once or twice to let a car pass. It was so clear that the 
serrated, black edges of the mormtains cut sharp into the 
starry sky. One immense star blazed over the softer sprink- 
ling of lights in the valley. He hated to walk. It wasn’t 
the exertion. He told himself it was because he had the 
J>jDod of too many horsemen in his veins. Actually it was 
because it made him feel diminished. Only when he walked 
down a line of troops standing at attention, with the great 
red, black, and white banners tapping like terrible great 
birds overhead, was it different. Though even then he would 
have felt better on a horse. But the Leader was not a horse- 
man, so they followed him on foot. Now he knew that 
to walk along a country road at night, to step aside every 
now and then into a snowbank, to avoid a stream of slush, 
was only one more indignity put on him by Ruby. 
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For fifteen years, for fift^ years, he thought, she had 
never given him a moment’s jealousy until now. How dared 
she do it, she with her pliant, gentle, bending that was 
sometimes a charm and sometimes an irritation. How 
dared she s4fifen into a disloyalty to himselfl And it was 
deeper than that, he felt, priding himself on his penetration. 
It Was disloyalty to his creed, to his coimtry. How she had 
changed since this man appeared I He didn’t seriously 
consider even now that she was planning to be unfaithful 
to him. From what Rudi had told him, fium what he knew 
of the fellow, the*son of an actress, a poor artist, he was 
sure she was suffering from a passion entirely of the nerves, ' 
a sort of thwarted matemalism. It was a pity she* could 
never haye li^n allowed to have children. Tes, this was a 
last flare-up,*undoubtedly, of her maternal instinct. Women 
were known to suffer from such things. But bow it had 
changed her! The things she had said! He began to 
remember them. She who was so easily firigl^tened wasn’t 
now easy to frighten at all. It was she now who did the 
hurting, not he. For he was hurt; from head to foot he 
quivered with hurt. But he would stop it, beat it down. 
With the lightning stroke, as in war, he’d crush it out and 
this fellow would vanish. He felt suddenly headlong and 
furious and invincible. 

But suddenly too he was sorry for himself. Ruby had 
been so good for him; he had felt so healthy and balanced 
in his love for her, with its recurrent rhythms of anger and 
peace. He had felt so happy that for fifteen yean he had 
been easily faithful and ardent; that this love had be^ai 
in one sense pure and had made him feel pure again, after 
those darker or even perverse loves that now he nevCT even 
admitted to himself or, if lie did, thought of them hastily 
as youthful follies. Sometimes he said to her, Ruby, you are 
my salvation, and he was truly grateful to her. He told 
himself that he loved her with his soul and that she had 
no right to disillusion him. Tears of self-pity and rage 
came in his eyes. 

And then tmder that the deep uneasiness came again. 
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There was more to it even than this. There was some 
subterranean current he couldn’t detect. Some involvement 
that remained mysterious and imguessed. 

But I’ll soon find out, he thought. It won’t take me long. 
Perhaps I’ll find out to-night. 

He had no trouble locating her yoimg man. The first 
little hotel he stopped at said Mr. Preysing had come in 
that afternoon. That afternoon? At what time? About 
two o’clock. Then he had certainly stopped for Itmch on his 
way from the train. As he climl^d the stairs he thought: 
After all is a lunch with all those silly gfrls around really so 
’bad? ^ 

He* followed the clerk into the little bare room, ver3' ' 
clean and smelling of fresh wood and geraniufais blooming 
inside the glass. The floor and walls were 'bare, it was 
lighted by an oU lamp. It was perhaps the cheapest room 
in a moderately pric^ hotel. 

The youi^ man was sitting on the edge of the bed when 
he came in. The clerk stepped aside respectfully and went 
downstairs. 

“Mr. Preysing ?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’m sure you know who I am." 

“The clerk told me.” 

The young man got up with a tired movement that 
surprised him. In this poverty and insignificance could 
any one in the face of a man like himself be both graceful 
and assured? 

^ “Will you sit down?” 

He took a small cane-bottomed chair too small for him. 
It creaked under his weight, and the young man looking 
about for another and finding done sat on the bed without 
apology. 

“The Countess sent me here,” said the General. “Will 
you smoke?” He held out his cigarette-case with the coloured 
cord and jewelled crown. Mark took one. As they lighted 
them they looked at each other. 

The General’s chest expanded as he drew in a deep 

319 



breath of smoke. Now at last he saw him. He was very 
young, and he was poor. He was under a cloud of disgrace. 
He was exhausted and he was probably afraid. In his shadow- 
ed eyes (a woman vmgkt find his eyes handsome) you could 
guess all this, even though now they were only wary and 
cold. He himself was this man’s exact opposite. He was at 
the peak of his success, a tremendous full-blooded male, 
a successful lover. Like an aura his distinguished career 
and his great name hung around him. What kept the other 
from melting away before him? 

Ck>ntemptuousl^ he flung his burnt match into the 
comer of the clean little room. 

But then as the young man didn’t speak, didn’t hasten 
to placate,hiih with politeness and protestation, he thought 
more deeplyt No, there is always danger in them, the 
dark ones, the supple and slippery minds, even the weaker, 
dark bodies with their insolent grace. Only the strong 
should dare to possess any beauty. 

“We were afraid you might be lonely this evening,” 
he said, “so I suggested she ask you for dinner.” 

“ Ohl That was kind of you.” 

“Not at all. Not at all. We’re having a very quiet 
evening. No one but the girls (you know the girls), you and 
I, and the Coimtess.” 

Mark looked at his cigarette. He didn’t know what this 
meant but he knew there was nothing good in it for him. 
And he also knew that here now at last was the lover. This 
great, handsome male filling the room with himself, this 
was the lover. He saw the white sweater rolled arou;^ 
his thick neck, his blond hair a little thin on top, his noble 
nose and chin and a thread of white scar down his cheek, 
and lastly his very small hands, delicate and unworn, with 
a big signet ring on one finger. He remembered when for 
one absurd moment he had thought the doctor was her 
lover and had at once thought, even before he knew him, 
that he wouldn’t want to take her from such a man. But 
from this man, he thought in a flood of sufiFocating jealousy, 
from this man I will t^e her. 
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“You’ll come?” the Gena'al said. 

“ I’m not sure the Countess wants me. I think I’d better 
not.” 

“ But she does. She insists. I don’t dare go back without 
you.” The General laughed condescendingly. 

Could that be true? What had happened then? Did the 
General know anything at all about him? Did he know this 
was the day his mother was supposed to die? Would he 
.jnsist on his dining with them if he did? Would he of 
necessity know anything about him. But someone had 
told the Countess already. That was why she had warned 
tim in the Odeon to go home. Perhaps, indeed certainly, 
this yfos the one. It was being kept secret. Qnly a lover 
might tell it in confidence. It seemed she might hav* wri tten 
a note to warn him again. But she didn’t dare. IShe doesn’t 
want me, he thought. It’s his own idea. 

“I don’t feel much like dining out to-night,” he said. 
That would cpver everything, no matter what he knew. 

“Come, come,” the Generd said, “the Countess’s invita- 
tions aren’t to be refused, I can tell you. They are very much 
sought after. Perhaps you think because you lunched there 
to-day that you shouldn’t go again so soon. But that’s 
excessive delicacy, I tell you. You’ve only whetted their 
interest. Yes, I speak for the famous maidens as well. They 
all want to see you again.” 

Mark smiled dimly as the General urged. He hated him 
so it seemed to constrict his throat. This was her lover and 
it was also the oppressor, and arch type of the men who had 
^^o^ed their neurotic brutalities on so many defenceless 
creatur^, as Emmy Ritter was now defenceless and as he was 
defenceless. It was better to be^meek before him as the 
defenceless must be, better for Emmy and for him. Enxmy, 
he thought with terror, in that house where this man could 
come and go at will — ^yes, better to plead illness and stay 
away, to lie low in weakness and humbleness, until obscurely 
they could burrow their way out to freedom. 

When he and Emmy were gone only the Countess would 
be left. And then this man could roam her house at will. 
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Then sht could be the one to be meek and humble, as she 
must have been for so long. She didn’t deserve saving. 

He was about to say, I’m ill, I must stay here, take aspirin 
and go to bed, but something rose in him; pure hatred, 
too strong to be resisted, and then mere daring, sudden, 
light-headed frivolity that had once or twice been Emmy’s 
undoing. 

“All right,” he said, “I’ll come.” 

The General said, “That’s good.” He blew out a cloud, 
of smoke and added, “You’re here for the ski-ing?” 

“No, I don’t ski.” 

“But you’re a painter, 1 hear.” 

“Yes.” 

“Yot' must show me your work sometime. I’m very 
interested m painting. My father-in-law was a famous 
patron of the arts. I ^lieve at one time he actually had his 
portrait done by your grandfather. That is if your grand- 
father was Richard Ritter.” 

“Yes, he was.” 

“ That’s interesting now, isn’t it ? I must tell the Countess 
that. Well, I tell you what I’ll do. I’ll go now and dress 
and come back for you. Shall I? I’m just a bit down the 
road. I’ll come back in my car.” 

What bonhomie! Mark said aloud: “I’ve no evening 
clothes with me. I must go as I am.” 

“Then I’ll just change from these things. I can’t very 
well dine in ski clothes, can I ? As soon as I’m changed I’ll 
come back. It will be better to drive in my car than to go 
on foot, eh?” “ _ 

(What condescension! What noblesse -obHaef) He saidT 
“Thanks.” 

“Settled then.” The deneral stood up, swelled his chest 
again to look larger, to take up more space in the little 
room. Mark watched him darkly from the bed. He too 
got up slowly. 

The General’s heels clicked. “Till we meet,” he said. 

“Till we meet.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


The girls were agreed it would be an exciting evening. 
They put on their most becoming dresses and came down- 
. stairs early so as to miss nothing. The Countess they found 
already waiting. She wore a pale blue brocade dirndl and 
old garnet earrings and necklace. She looked to them as 
* though she too had consciously made herself as beautiful 
as possible. They understood her feeling that jn any crisis, 
no matter how subtle or how trivial, ^e would*i^uence 
more surely whatever currents were favourable if she 
looked her best. 

But the Countess looked also very ill at ease; her peculiar 
grace was dimmed and diminished, and it seemed to them 
for the first time that the style of beauty she had chosen was 
archaic and without life and a little ridiculous. 

They were also disappointed in the two men who came 
in together, quietly, with no visible signs of antagonism. 
They foimd themselves all seated at the long table in the 
dining-room almost before they knew it, and during dinner 
nothing went wrong at all. On the contrary. 

The Countess put the General on her right and Mark 
she put far down the table between Sully and the American 
girl whom Mark thought of as Mink Coat. These were 
^geaerally considered by the other girls the most attractive. 
The table was long and it divided itself at once into two 
sections. The General and the Countess talked, and for a 
while the girls near them listened and made an occasional 
remark, but that was from politeness. They couldn’t keep 
up their interest and began one by one to turn toward 
the other end of the table. The situation they had helped 
to build up had apparently flattened out, and they forgot 
it in the pleasure of having a young man to talk to, a young 
man who, u^ike the General and the occasional young 
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officers who had come here, really knew about the things 
that they knew. 

They had placed him now. He was an artist and lived 
in New York and knew a lot of “Bohemian” celebrities, 
and some not so Bohemian. When they got home they’d 
all say they’d met him. He made them feel that they were 
being sophisticated. All of them knew, however, that he was 
a poor chance as far as tlieir vital interests were concerned. 
When it came down to it, the Countess could have him.. 
She could afford to. But for the time being he was theirs, 
and they enjoyed the dinner that had turned out to be, after 
all, more interesting because they didn’t have to be merely 
spectators. The table was noisier with talk and laughter 
than it h?d ever been; even the maids moving around with 
the big silvd- platters and dishes smiled every now and then 
in a startled, apologetic way. 

They began to think it was going to be fun, much more 
fun than just watching two jealous men. They got up and 
trooped into the music room for coffee, all talWng at once. 
But here something they didn’t seem able to help began to 
happen. Their loose cirde of youth was broken up and the 
General took charge of things, heavily and relentlessly. He 
sat in the middle of the couch that was the central point 
of the room and looked around at all of them coldly, screw- 
ing his monocle more firmly into his eye, “ Sing something 
for us. Ruby,” he said. That brought their conversation 
to an abrupt end. 

She’ll sing Du bist die Ruh, they thought, because that’s 
his favourite, and they all felt a curious mixture of dullness, , 
irritation, and appr^ension settling down on them. It* 
was exactly what she did sing, and she sang it badly,* with a 
quavering voice. Afterward she sang one or two songs 
from Frauenliebe, and whatever the General asked for. 
The evening swung slowly away from them, and from 
Mark, too, who sat silently looking at the floor. 

Suzanne played the accompaniments. Between songs 
there were long silences and they could hear the mplring 
snow dripping from the eaves. 
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Once there was a slight sound like a thump on the floor 
overhead, and Suzanne, who happened to looking at 
the Countess to be sure she was ready to begin, saw her 
look up at the ceiling and then glance quickly at the General. 
He was looking at her, and she yawned suddenly, nervously, 
almost spasmodically. 

“Are you tired?” he asked. 

“Oh, no, no. Not a bit.” 

“Then go ahead,” he said. 

She gave Suzanne a nod to begin the song. 

The General, sitting on the couch with his arms folded 
on his chest, became now the master of the house and 
every'one in it. The Countess sang for him obediently, in a < 
vague, quavering voice. Mark, who had been such fun at 
dinner, became a small boy who was bored and distrustful 
of his elders. The girls only knew that presently they would 
be sent to bed. 

“Your voice is tired,” the General said finally. “You’d 
better stop. "Suppose we play bridge.” 

The bridge tables were set out. 

“Do you play bridge, Mr. Preysing?” the General asked. 

“No.” 

The General raised his eyebrows. 

“I thought every one played bridge.” He got up from 
the couch, went over to one of the tables, and spread a deck 
out, face down. 

“Let’s cut for partners.” 

Mark got up too. “I’ll watch,” he said. “If any one 
vtants to make it worth my while, I’ll signal what’s in the 
hands.” ^ 

“ Sit by me,” Marie said, “ I’ll make it worth your while.” 

The General and the Countess cut as partners, Marie 
and the Mink Coat played against them. The others went 
on to the second table and Suzanne went into the library 
to read. As she walked past them Mark watched her. 

Marie whispered to him, “I think you’ve got a crush 
on her. I’m jealous.” 

“She reminds me of someone.” 
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“ How unfair of her.” 

“Your deal,” the General said sharply. 

Marie made a faint grimace and took up the cards. 

The General did no dovming to>night. He didn’t joke 
about his mistakes or his reckless bidding. He didn’t make 
mistakes or bid recklessly. He could really, when he wanted, 
play very well. It was the Countess who played badly. She 
made endless mistakes and the General reproved her for 
every one of them. The more tyrannically he reproved her ^ 
the more she tried to please him. “ Now do trump this,” * 
he said, and to theer surprise, because no one thought she 
had a trump left, she did. They smiled a little at that. 

It seemed he would never stop ordering her around. He 
who was so aareful to appear always the old friend of the 
family, bilntcring, full of anecdote, dropping in more or 
less by accident, had not really deceiv^ the girls for a 
moment as to his true status in this house. They were 
modern girls who read everything they pleased and heard 
everything talked about. His assumption of th^Ir ignorance 
was partly based on the further assumption that the truth 
would shock them. But he knew the truth with aU its 
physical and emotional contents; the truth in its ideal 
form didn’t shock them at all. They had guessed it by the 
way he watched her sing, by the way he held a chair for her 
to sit in. They saw only the gleams and the reflections, so 
while they were not deceived of the fact, at the same time 
they were deceived by their own inexperience. But now 
he did not care at all whether they were deceived or not. 
He was acting recklessly, as the master of the house, and hj^ 
beliaviour did shock them. It made them i^easy, and also 
contemptuous. He was showing off in a way that was 
inexcusable. He was showing off for Mark? 

“Are we to have no wine?” he complained. “My throat 
is as dry as a bone.” 

She got up to ring for Juli, and no sooner had the tray 
of glasses and cherry wine come than he said, “ You really 
should arrange to have a better light in this room. 1 can’t 
see what’s in my hand.” 
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Mark, who had tried to make a few forced jokes with 
Marie had grown quickly silent ag;ain. He sat a little behind 
Marie and every time she turned to speak to him she saw his 
face was paler. When the Countess got up to move a bridge 
light behind the General’s shoulder he started as though 
he were going to do it for her, but changed his mind and 
sat with his mouth set. The General noticed it and smiled a 
little. “No, put it here,” he said, “or rather, here. It’s in 
every one’s eyes.” 

** The Countess never looked at Mark, nor he at her, but 
every one at the table could feel his gradual disg^t, which 
•was too sharp and youthful to keep hidden. 

Tha little golden clock struck ten and played its few 
notes. It was time for them to go to bed, but ^he Countess 
apparently had not heard the clock. She said nqthing about 
their going to bed nor did the General either. 

For some time no one said anything. Only the General, 
with a few words and gestures, went on parading his 
possession against the deep sulleimess of the room. “ Here, 
here, trump,” he’d say peremptorily, tapping with his snaall, 
delicate finger the card on which he expected the Countess 
to play. And “Never wear blue,” he told her suddenly, 
apropos nothing but a long look he had given her, “it 
washes you out entirely. You look like a ghost.” 

Then his eyes glancing through the open door fell on 
the clock held to the wall by its little golden hand. “It’s 
nearly ten-thirty,” he exclaimed. “Surely your charges 
ought to be in bed. You’re not forgetting them, are you, 
in ^11 the excitement of this delightful evening?” 

‘ The Countess laid down her cards. She looked at Marie 
with a blank hunibled looL “Gurls, I think it’s time you 
went to bed.” • 

“Ob, nol” Marie cried. She looked around the room as 


though to urge someone to rebel with her. She saw Mark 
looking across at the Countess with his gr^ eyes shining 
with resentment. “ No,” Marie repeated, “ please let us have a 
cigarette first. 1 don’t fed at all sleepy.” 


“ Certainly,” the General said in his most jocular manner, 
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“certainly. These young ladies are the flower of the earth. 
They are accustomed to have their slightest whims obeyed. 
A cigarette, a cigarette, Ruby. Where do you keep your 
cigarettes?” 

The Countess got up and took from another table some 
ashtrays aiid an old carved wooden box. When she opened 
the box before them a fat spider scuttled out of it. 

The girls shrieked. The General caught the spider just 
as it reached the edge of the table, held it up and lighted a 
match to it. Its legs curled up and vanish^ and he let ic 
drop into an ashtray. 

No one said anything. 

From the next table Sully called out, “What was-it?” 

“A spideji'’ the General said. He took out his own case 
with the* coloured silk cord and the jewelled crown and 
offered it to Marie. “Have one of mine. Perhaps you’ll 
like them better anyway.” 

“No, thanks.” 

“But it isn’t pleasant to smoke from spider-haunted 
boxes. Better try one.” 

“No thanks.” Marie took a cigarette from the wooden 
box. “I’d rather have this,” she said. 

The General’s jaw set as it did when someone had hurt 
him. His face stiffened into what was meant to be the 
beginmng of a silence. Then he saw at once that his silence 
would be mistaken for theirs, so he began to talk in a 
reasonable, informative voice. 

“ Some spiders are dangerous,” he said, “ but none of them 
are as dangerous as people think.” He lighted a cigarette 
for himself and leaned back. “I knew a lady in London once, 
he said, “ who kept a tarantula as a pet.” * , 

Mark said suddenly and brightly, “I knew a tarantula 
once who kept a lady.” 

Mane gave a little gasp of laughter and looked around. 
She saw by Mark’s eyes that it had Anally become too much 
for him. At the other table the girls put down their cards 
to listen. The air of the room grew brittle, as though it 
were about to be broken. 
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“Is that good taste?” the General asked coldly. “There 
are well brought up young ladies present.” 

“Oh, we’re not that well brought up,” the Mink Coat 
exclaimed. 

“There are no well brought up young ladies any more,” 
said Mark. 

“In this coimtry there are. Mr. Preysing should be more 
careful.” 

“ You’ll have to excuse me,” Mark said, “ I’ve never knovm 
■mny.” 

‘^I think that’s very possible,” the General said. “And 
, yet I understand you have female relatives. A sister, isn’t 
that so?” 

“ Yes, a sister. She works in a sweat shop.” t 

Marie laughed again. “Oh, how marvellojiisl' And do 
you paint pictures while she works in a sweat shop?” 

“Certainly. And she buys my paints. She has no 
tarantula. There’s no one but me for her to keep.” 

“Very interesting,” the General said. He never turned 
to look at Mark, but tilting his chair back he addressed the 
table, the suddenly teasing faces of the girls, the unchanged 
pale face of the Countess. “I see,” he said, groping his way 
tlirough the smoke screen of the ridiculous which they had 
managed to throw around him. “ I see that it is considered 
humorous for a woman to support her brotlier.” 

“Don’t women support you?” asked Mark. 

“Me? My dear young fellow ” 

“ Who buys your uniforms, your gold lace, your sabres,” 
Mark said. “ Why pays for your motor-car and your driver ? 
Who buys your cigarettes, your gold cases with fancy silk 
cords?* Who, in* other words, pay taxes? Don’t women 
pay taxes? Don’t they scrimp so men can pay taxes? All 
over this country women are saving carrot tops and potato 
peelings to keep a general.” 

The General knew himself to be surrounded by unfriend- 
liness. Even Ruby, yes, even Ruby, for all her air of sub- 
mission, wasn’t really loyal. That was what hurt him in all 
this. All his baiting of her had been to drag some reassuring, 

' 329 



unmistakable gestures of loyalty from her. But her response 
had been routine only and also perhaps deception. She 
remained now blank as though she hadn’t heard. 

“Very ingenious,” he said, rising his voice a little. 
"And I can see this is not the time or place to be serious. 
If it were I might remind you why it’s necessary for the 
women of this country to save potato pedings in order that 
generals may live. If I were to tell you,” he said, “it might 
be more than these not too well brought up young ladies 
could stand to hear.” * 

He spoke of the girls, but he looked at the downcast 
face of the Countess. And Mark also looked at her. 

“What makes you think they couldn’t stand it?"' Mark 
said. “They* can stand anything you can, and probably 
more.” * • 

“You bet we can,” said the Mink Coat enthusiastically. 
Whatever Mark said she was ready to support him. 

“I don’t think you know much about them,” Mark went 
on. “They’ll keep tarantulas or artists or*' generals or 
whatever they like. They squealed just now at the sight of a 
spider, but they were quite silent when you burned it. Do 
you know why?” 

“ Perhaps they were shocked," said the General. “ Perhaps 
they thought it was our much advertised cruelty.” 

“Not a bit of it. They squealed because it was expected 
of them. But they didn’t say anything because they really 
despise a mediocre exhibition of cruelty. They were bored 
by it, as the expert is alwa3rs bored by the clumsiness of the 
amateur.” 

The General, turning, saw that Mark was directing his • 
anger at the Countess. He looked from one to tho other 
of them and for a moment the girls had the pleasure of 
seeing the rivalry of the two men flare brightly to the 
surface. 

“You don’t think very highly of women,” the General 
said. “You accuse them of having no delicacy, no sensitive- 
ness.” 

“ Have they ? I thought every one was agreed by now that 
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their delicacy and sensitiveness are all of the body and the 
nerves. And that these have been beaten into them through 
countless generations, by harems, corsets, bound feet, dvil 
and religious codes, anything we could lay our hands to. 
And still have to be beaten into them. Leaving of course 
their natural toughness entirely unimpaired, as fresh and 
magnificently resistant as ever. Personally, I find nothing 
in the world so pitiful as a man, his battle-axe in his hand, 
shouting at some woman, ‘ Be sensitive, be delicate, God 
“TTamij you, because I like you that way.’” 

“Wow I” said the Mink Coat, and Mame went into a fit 
of giggles and choked on her dgarette smoke. 

But*as is always the case, just as a dull evening gets 
lively, it’s time to go to bed. The Countess suddenly lifted 
her blank face. • 

“Really, girls,” she said vaguely, “the General’s right. 
It is getting awfully late.” 

Her words punctured everything. The air of the room 
wasn’t shattered, but returned suddenly to normal. 

“Oh, it’s so early,” Marie grumble^ but without any 
conviction, and she got up slowly as she spoke. The girls 
left the other table and came over to say good-night. Mark 
stood up and each one shook his hand. “ Good-night, Mr. 
Preysing. See you to-morrow,” said Marie. 

The Mink Coat was the last to say good-night. “Be 
careful of him I” she whispered in Mark’s ear, throwing a 
half derisive look at the General. “Be careful of that man. 
He’s a killer,” she said. 

« Maybe I’m a kUler,” said Mark. 

They went o£F^ murmuring and laughing a little among 
themsaives, down the gallery to their own part of the house. 

After they had gone no one had anything to say. The 
Countess rang again and Juli brought schnapps and more 
cherry wine. “ And bring my peppermint tea,” the Countess 
said, “I’ll have it here.” 

The General looked at her sharply. The tea she usually 
took upstairs in her own room jtist before going to bed. 
It was a routine of theirs for him to tease her about it, 
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sometimes — he felt in the mood — ^to hold the cup for her 
to sip from. This dri nking of the tea now, publidy, was 
itself almost a dismissal. 

Mark went to the radio in the library and turned the 
dial around, letting the music of all Europe come in shreds 
and patches. He wanted to get away from them both for a 
moment, and calm down his anger. He wanted to consider 
the true position of things so as not to forget himself again. 
He was aghast at having forgotten, at having been so 
childishly carried away by jealousy and disgust. 

As he turned the ^al he saw the General through the 
door. The light struck brightly on his monocle and his' 
other eye was in the shadow. He looked blind, and suddenly 
Mark remefabered him in the bar of the Four Seasons, 
the sleepwalker, as he had then seemed, the drug taker. 
He felt the peculiar fear one has of the blind, whose 
dangerousness is made more horrible by blundering. 

The radio sent out slow music that suggested old dance 
cards with faded tassels and forgotten theatre* programmes. 
It took a sharp effort to go back and join them, but he left 
the waltz on and went back and sat down at the table with 
them. The General drank his schnapps, the Countess stirred 
the cards around with one finger. 

“Have a drink?” the General said. 

Mark shook his head 

They all pretended to listen to the music. 

What a fool I am, Mark thought. What a bloody fool. 
Every one knows I am a fool. Even the Mink Coat, saying 
with her dreadful, light, innocent perception, “Be careful 
of him; he’s a killer.” “Maybe I am a filler, too,” I said,* 
But I’m not, and he knows it. The General knowi' I’m a 
weakling. And I’ve got to'be a weakling. There’s no choice 
for me. I must sit helplessly and watch. Because some* 
where up in the city old Fritz is scurrying aroimd, down a 
dark passage perhaps, into the back room of a house. He 
and some man are leaning over a table examining a fake 
passport. 1 must be helpless because the doctor is sitting in 
his room, able perhaps to read Spinoza again, though he 
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listens all the time for the door bell and for the special 
sound of the bell, whether it’s rung in haste, violendy, or 
in the usual way. And above all I’ve got to be helpless 
because Emmy is upstairs, jtist above us, in the Countess’s 
bed, with only a thin door to shut her in. The General, 
the big full-blooded man, could push in that door with 
one drive of his shoulder. 

“That’s a nice thing,” the General said, “ What is it ?” 

^ “It’s the Valx Triste^ the Countess said. 

Hie thing to decide on now, Mark thought, is how much 
does he know. And how much he thinks I know. Is he, in 
•the first place, likely to have inquired about the exact date 
of the ‘execution? If he has, does he know already that she 
died suddenly this morning? Surely he’s in* no position 
that would require any notification of this. • Later he’ll 
hear it — ^perhaps. Perhaps never. How do I even know he 
has ever heard of her ? Maybe someone else told the Countess. 
But he spoke of Sabina. That was queer. How did he know 
of her? 1 dod’t think I spoke of her to any one. Yes, I did. 
I spoke of her to that Commissioner. Does the Countess 
know about Sabina? Was Sabina really there that night? 
Who told him? Fritz said every one in the village would be 
talking about the funeral; would any one speak of it to 
him? Suppose I said now. My mother was buried this 
afternoon. 

But a man whose mother is being buried doesn’t drop in 
for lunch, make jokes with young girls, go out for dinner 
and show signs of resentment because the lover of a beautiful 
woman chooses to be obviously her lover. 

On the othe^ hand, a man like the General doesn’t so 
publifly disregard the decencies. He doesn’t insist that a 
man who knows his mother has just died should dine with a 
group of comparative strangers. So the inference is that 
either he doesn’t know or, if he does, he thinks I don’t 
know. 

Perhaps by morning Fritz will be back with the passport. 
Then we can get out without even seeing him again. Then 
he’ll forget it all. He isn’t even yet concerned too deeply 
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with me. He thinks of me perhaps as a nuisance, more than 
anything. His contempt may blind him long enough for 
us to get away. Then when we’re gone his contempt may 
tritimph. We’ll be lost in it and vanish. 

Yes, that sounds all right but still there’s to-night to 
be lived through. Here I am. Upstairs is Emmy. Earlier 
this evening I heard a slight thump on the ceiling and the 
Countess couldn’t resist looking up, and the General noticed 
that. 

The General said, “Ruby, did you know Mr. Preysing’s 
grandfather was Richard Ritter, the painter?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“ Curiou& coincidence, isn’t it? As I told Mr. Preysing, 
he once gaiifted my wife.” 

“Yes.” • 

“He also built that house every one used to admire so 
much. Do you admire it, Mr. Pre3rsing?” 

“I’ve never seen it.” 

“Never seen it I What an extraordinary lack of curiosity. 
I can hardly believe it.” 

“I’ve only been here a few days. It’s not ours now, 
anyway.” 

“Yes, that’s right. It was sold, wasn’t it ? Not long ago, 
I believe.” 

“Yes, it was.” 

“How long have you been here, Mr. Preysing?” 

“Let me see — a week — ^I think, or is it — ^yes, a week.” 
He really fotmd it impossible to remember. This week had 
no dimension in time. 

“You’ve spent a good deal of it dovm here, haven’t 
you?” 

“ Only two days. Last Friday, and to-day.” 

But he felt a little more at ease. These questions were 
aimless. They weren’t asked by a man with any definite 
direction. No, the General didn’t know. But he was still 
trying to find out. 

The music changed to the Swan of Tuonela, and the 
General recognized that. “ How that music fits you. Ruby,” 
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he said. ‘‘You’ve always made me think of a swan. Doesn’t 
she make you think of a swan, Mr. Preysing?” 

"Yes,” said Mark absently, and then he was annoyed, 
even now, because he and the General had thought of the 
same thing. "A white swan with a brilliant orange beak 
and narrow, vicious eyes,” he said. 

The General said, “So yoimg, so carefree, so poetic I” 
He screwed his monocle in to look him up and down. “As 
^ probably was at your age. You are carefree, aren’t you, 
Mr.tPreysing?” 

“Is any one?” * 

“Some men have a gift for throvring off care. Even 
grave care.” . 

“Perhaps I have.” * 

“You like to be cryptic. To answer a queisdon with a 
quKtion. It’s an easy evasion. But perhaps you’re just 
heartless, Mr. Preysing. Perhaps you have a feminine 
streak in you that makes you heartless — that is, if your 
interesting ideas about women are true.” 

Mark shrugged. He thought, he’s even a bore: How can 
she stand him? But don’t despise him for that. Don’t 
under-estimate him- We move on one level now, and on that 
he’s at a disadvantage, though only temporarily. There are 
other levels. He’s not at a disadvantage on them. He’s 
groping. He wants to find out what’s wrong here. He 
doesn’t see yet, but perhaps he has unconsciously begun to 
see. He is like a hound confused by many smells, too many 
people, but his muzzle is pointed in the right direction, his 
snftut is to the ground, and at any moment he’ll pick up 
the smeU of the bunted. It is only a question of time. 

I ^ught to get out, Mark thought. It’s my being here 
that is wrong. I ought to leave liim to her. She can handle 
him, and I oughtn’t to care how she does it. She can lull 
him into his drug taking and his sleep. She is his drug and 
his sleep too. 

Yes, I must leave him with her. 

He took a long look at her, seeing her with her arms laid 
across the cwd table, her deathly, autumnal beauty full of 
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chill and blight. Perhaps I’ll never see her again. What will 
it be like in America? Never seeing her again, never even 
hoping to see her. 

He caught the General’s eyes on him in astonishment and 
knew his face had shown too much. 

“ I think I’d better be leaving,” he said. “ Don’t bother 
to drive me. I’d like to walk.” 

“I think you had both better go,” the Countess said. 

“ I have a bad headache to-night.” She ran her hand alonjj^ 
her forehead. 

“Sol” the Gerferal said slowly. Mark saw the instant 
tightening of his face. The vein in his forehead began to 
pulse. “Sol V7e are dismissed, are we?” 

He sa^ Ao more, but neither he nor Mark moved. He 
might be inept and heavy, but he had power in him, and 
when he wisW could control things by the mere holding 
of it in leash. 

Then he said, “The classic headache, Mr. Preysing. You 
and I will share the headache. If I must leave, so must you, 

and vice versa. Well ” He put his hands on the table and 

got up as though it were an unexpected physical effort. 
“Or vnll you have a drink before we leave? It may be cold 
going back. 

The Countess said, “Perhaps you’d like whisky.” She 
got up too. 

“Can’t he drink what we have?” the General said. 

“Americans like whisky,” the Countess said. 

“Then ring for it." 

“No, I’ll see to it myself. Juli is in bed.” 

She turned and went quickly out. The General’s face 
was ugly with anger, and suddenly Mark knew in a flash 
what it was that had so far been their salvation. It was 
not the General’s contempt. It was true he despised Mark, 
but still his attention was aU focused upon Him. Upon him 
and the Countess. Mark and the Countess together hid the 
real danger from him. He was concerned entirely with 
their relation to each other, what was its quality, how far it 
had gone, if it endangered his own. He could only con- 
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ceatrate on what would affect himself, even though his 
instinct might already have told him there was more to it 
tiian that. It was his jealousy that was their salvation. 
As long as he kept to that they were safe, and Emmy might 
get up and walk out the front door undisturbed. 

Mark got up and followed the Countess out of the 
room. 

He walked boldly after her and the General didn’t follow 
_^im. Across the hall he went and into the white pantry. 

The Coimtess was standing by the table watching the 
' swinging door. As he pushed it open her face changed and 
•he knew she had heard his steps and thought he was the 
General. When he reached her she put her jiand on his 
shoulder and leaned against him as though to steady herself. 
Mark put his arm around her waist and bent' so that his 
cheek touched her hair. They stood together for a moment, 
supporting each other against whatever might come. 

“Don’t make him too jealous,” she whispered. 

“I won’t. But a little jealousy will save us perhaps.” 

“ Perhaps.” 

He was afraid to stir, or even to tighten his arm, for 
fear she would break away. 

“How is she?” he whispered. 

“She’s quite all right. She had some food and sleep. 
She can walk a little bit.” 

“I want to see her.” 

“It’s impossible now. Don’t think of it. She’s quite 
all right.” 

He looked over her head at the door, expecting to see it 
swing inward at any moment. 

“WRen can you get away?" she asked. 

“I don’t know. It depends on Fritz and the passport. 
Does he know?” 

“The General? He knows about the trial. He doesn’t 
know what day it was to have been. I think he doesn’t 
know about the funeral. Not yet. But I’m not sure. I 
don’t dare ask him.” 

How helpless they seemed, standing there together with 
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no plan, no knowledge, almost no will between them. 
He let his arm slip from her. 

She went over to a cupboard and opened it. “ Of course 
I have no whisky, really,” she said. “It’s terribly expensive 
here.” 

“Will he be here to-night?” he asked. 

She said without turning, “ No. He’ll go when you do.” 

“ You promise that ?” 

“ Yes, I promise.” ^ 

She reached up to the shelf and pretended to look. ' “I’ll 
send you a note to-morrow to tell you when you can 
come.” ' 

“ You’ve ^ot to get rid of him,” he said. “I don’t mean 
only to-morrow. I mean forever He’s ruining you. Maybe 
he’ll even kill you in the end. Can’t you see that?” 

She didn’t answer. 

“Do you love him?” he asked. 

She dosed the cupboard door and turned around, leaning 
against it with her hands behind her. 

“ You shouldn’t have asked me that.” 

“I have to. Tell me, do you?” 

His eyes searched her face, but saw only uncertainty and 
pain. 

“I don’t know. I have loved him — ^for many years.” 

He fdt a shudder go all through him: how can these 
things be understood or accepted? 

“ You’re not happy !” he cried. Then he added desperately, 
“But you were happy this morning. I cotild see it.” 

“Yes, it’s true. I’m not happy. I don’t know whether 
it’s because of him. Perhaps it’s not all hi* fault. It’s every- 
thing here. We’re locked up here really. The two of us. 
I feel dead. Perhaps he does too. There’ve been things I’ve 
wanted to do and cotildn’t. Just like in a nightmare. This 
morning when you came, when both of you came in my 
house, it was suddenly different. I suddenly fdt alive.” 

“Do you love me?” he asked. 

“ No, it’s not that. Or it’s not love, as I think you meant 
it at the concert that night.” 
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“Don’t give me any of your spiritual loves,” he said 
fiercely. 

“I give what I must.” Suddenly her face lightened, 
the look he had seen in the morning came over it again. 
“ No, that’s not true this time. I give what I want.” 

“I’m asking you what that is. What is it you want?” 

“I want you to be free.” 

How little that would seem in another time, in another 
{llace. But not here. Not in this little white pantry with 
^ swinging door between him and the Genial. And another 
door just upstairs. But he wanted love too. 

* “If jve only had more timel” he cried. 

“We’ve got to go back.” 

She went quickly over and pushed open the ^odT. They 
walk^ back sedately. 

The General was standing by the window with his back 
to them. He had lifted the curtain and was looking out at 
the night. , 

“The snow is melting,” he said. “There will be no 
ski-ing to-morrow.” 

He turned around and his face was frozen. The radio 
was still going and the last notes of the Swan filled the room. 

“Shall we go now, Mr. Preysing, or would you prefer to 
stay and have your whisky?” 

“There was no whisky,” the Countess said. “No, you 
must both go now. It’s late.” 

The General walked over and stood between them. 
“What are our plans for to-morrow?” he asked. “Since 
there’s no ski-ing, what shall we do — the three of us ?” 

“01^ Mr. Prej^ing’s going to be very busy,” she said. 
“ He’s going to m^e some sketches of the girls here. Suppose 
you and I go off for the day. We could make a little 
excursion. Drive somewhere and have lunch.” 

She will get him away, Mark thought. Give me a free 
hand for the day. 

But the General was suddenly suspicious. “You and 1, 
my dear?” he said ironically. “Isn’t it a bit rude to leave 
Mr. Preysing?’! 
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“ No, he doesn’t want to go. I asked him. Some other 
time perhaps.” 

The General looked from one to the other. It was true. 
He could see it in their faces. They were indeed absorbed 
in each otlier. That, he thought, was to put it in its most 
innocent form. But they didn’t want to be together. At 
any rate not to-morrow. They wanted to be apart to- 
morrow. Why was that? Again the deep feeling of 
something very out of key, something illogical aa4 
sinister, struck hjm. Again he felt that the housft war , 
strangely part of it. , 

Tlie music had stopped. He stood so still he heard the 
whole silei^-'^ house, and in the silence the drip of 

snow melting and the faint creak of the Countess’s skirt as 
she stirred uneasily. 

“Well, I’ll come for you at nine,” he said. 

He kissed her hand and he and Mark said good-night. 
She went with them to the door. She walked qtiickly and 
lightly, too obviously rdieved at getting them out of the 
house. 

“Good-night,” she called almost gaily as they stood in 
the path. Betore they had even got in the car they heard 
her setting the bolt in the door. 

They rode back to the village in silence. The General 
was preoccupied with the strangeness of what he had just 
seen. The two of them, the young man as well as Ruby, 
had not seized the opportunity when he offered it to them 
of being together. Did they meet secretly? It was hardly 
thinkable. He held to his certainty that Ruby did not love 
Preysing, except as an older woman ma^ be flattered and 
touched and put in a sicjkly glow of rejuvenation by the 
obvious devotion of a very young man. And yet, it was 
strange she didn’t want him to-morrow. She hadn’t really 
wanted him to-night either. He remembered that too. 
Nor had the young man shown any eagerness to come. 
His face had lighted with relief when he heard her say that 
she would be away all day with her lover. And yet the young 
man was in love. And Ruby perhaps strongly pitied him. 

340 



Pity? He tried out that word too. He cotildn’t find the 
exact feeling that was in her. Pity— perhaps. 

Suddenly the whole thing was clear: she pities him and 
so she is trying to help him. 

That’s the whole secret. That’s the pattern into which 
everything fits: her disloyalty, not sexual but spiritual, 
her faint air of guilt, her too obvious submission. It’s his 
reluctance, too. He doesn’t dare compromise her. 

I oughtn’t to have told her about him. I arotised her 
](Jity.^ He’d never perhaps have dared himself. 

^ Now that this was clear his jealousy suddenly 
•dimmed almost to nothing. But another fear took its 
place. • 

But that’s terribly dangerous, he thougllt. Terribly 
dangerous. Ruby mustn’t meddle in these thiflgs. She 
knows nothing at all about them. No, he’s as ignorant 
as it’s possible to be. What on earth would be Ruby’s idea 
of help? How would she even start? What would she go 
on to ? • 

He couldn’t imagine. 

1 must find out all about this, he thought. I must find 
out about the Ritter woman. Where she is. Wliat day she’s 
to be executed. 

It’s obvious the young man doesn’t know. Or is it? 
He saw Rudi and Rudi told him nothing, but he may have 
many underground contacts I know nothing about. He 
may have, through his mother, a whole host of secret 
contacts. He may already have involved Ruby in the net- 
work of a criminal imderworld. I mustn’t let him put her 
in a position I couldn’t get her out of. If she should go too 
far. • 

He felt her to be in terrible danger, and himself along 
with her. What devil had given the boy such a hold on her. 
He had become a terrible danger to all of them, not only 
because of his dirty involvements, but because he created 
son^e mysterious atmosphere in which Ruby could feel a 
new and powerful emotion. He cotild barely guess what it 
was. (Pity was perhaps too narrow and limited.) Didn’t 
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he, Kurt, know them all? In this vinknown atmosphere he 
might even lose what he couldn't live without. 

H^d have to get rid of him at once. 

Mark glanced every now and then at the General’s profile, 
seen dimly against the window of the car, and he also felt 
himself to be in deadly danger. Not himself alone, but all 
of them. Emmy, the Coimtess, Fritz, the doctor. All of 
them were trembling just outside the General’s grasp. 
Contempt wasn’t enough now to save them. Jealousy wasn’t 
enough. Ignorance wasn’t enough. The clue was almoff 
in the General’s band. 

When they got to the little inn the car stopped. , 

“Well, thanks for the ride,” Mark said. • 

He got (^t, and the General followed him slowly and 
heavily. * • 

“Please don’t bother to get out.” 

The General said curtly, “I want to speak to you.” 

“ Will you come up ?” 

“No, here will do.” • 

They stood facing each other before the inn door. A 
lantern on a rusty iron hook shed yellow light down on 
their faces. The dark street of low peaked houses was full 
of rivulets of melting snow from the mountains. 

“I don’t think I like you, Mr. Preysing,” the General 
said. 

“ No ? Well, I don’t like you either.” 

He tried to keep his voire calm and bantering. Must I 
even now, he thought, be concerned as to a retort ? Why not 
shut up altogether. , 

“Unfortunately for you,” the General said, “I’m in a 
position to enforce my dislikes. I want to tell you that you 
must manage to leave here very shortly.” 

“How shortly wotald you suggest?” 

“To-morrow.” 

“ I must try to do that.” He thought, I sound like a ham 
actor. This is preposterous. 

He turned angrily to go, but the General caught his arm 
and whirled him back. His fingers were like iron. Shall we 



roll in the mud now, Mark thought: is it now that he kills 
me, or that I ay to kill him? 

He stood quite still. 

“You take a great deal from me, Mr. Preysing,” the 
General said, “I can’t help wondering why.” 

“ Don’t wonder,” Mark said. He laughed a little. “ You’ve 
“got all the odds. For one thing, you’re a bigger man, and 
for another, it’s your country.” 

“I don’t think I’d stand it anywhere,” the General said. 
• “Don’t youl That’s easy to say. Come over sometime 
"and find out.” • 

I “I think you’re a coward,” the General said. 

“I think in our own ways we both are.” 

The General let him go so suddenly he aliSiost fell. He 
wheeled into the door and he would have l^kefi at least 
to make a dignified exit, but even that was denied him. The 
door was locked for the night. He had to ring the bell and 
stand there waiting while the General, majestic and arrogant, 
got back in his car and was driven off. 

When the door was finally opened he understood a little 
why some grievances may nudre you want to kick an innocent 
man. He’d have liked to kick the meek, obsequious little 
clerk who stood there in the hall. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


After she had bolted the door the Countess went into the 
kitchen and wanned some milk and some of the soup left 
from dinner. She put these and some fruit on a tray and 
carried them upstairs. When she unlocked the door she found 
Emmy sitting up in bed. The table lamp was on and she 
had evidently found a book and was reading it. 

“ I’m so glad you’re awake,” the Countess said. “ I wanted • 
to say good-night to you. And here is some warm 'food.” 

“How splendid!” Emmy exclaimed. “I’m hungry as a 
wolf. I nevet saw food look so good.” 

She dropped her book and the Countess laid the tray 
across her knees. She could feed herself now and she began 
to drink the soup and milk . The Countess sat on the edge 
of the bed and peeled an apple. Emmy ate widi great relish 
for a few moments, all but smacking her lips. When she 
had finished the Countess took the tray and put it on the 
table She handed her the peeled apple on a plate. 

“Thank you,” Emmy said. Then she added, “You look 
very worried this evening? Has anything gone wrong?” 

“I don’t think anything has gone wrong. I think 
everything will probably go very well. It was just that my 
house seemed to frighten me this evening.” 

Emmy drew her knees up and threw one of her braids back 
over her shoulder. She began to munch the apple. “Does 
it frighten you because I’m in it ?” she askq^. 

“No,” the Countess said. “Not at all. It was just'when 
my guests left, and for the moment when I felt alone in it, 
that I was frightened. Usually I feel so safe in my own 
house and it’s such a pleasme for me to feel alone in it. 
Especially when people have just left me.” 

“I read somewhere once,” Emmy said, “I think it was in 
a book by a very clever English woman, that there is no 
pleasure like the departtire of guests.” 
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“Yes, that’s tisually so.” The Countess smiled. “But it 
wasn’t entirely so to-night, and it was only when I came up 
here and found you that I felt less afraid.” 

“I heard the guests. They seemed very gay and young.” 

“Those were my girls. They sleep in another house. 
It’s joined to this of course. But I had guests, too.” 

“Was Mark one of them?” 

“Yes. He’s staying at one of the inns in the village. 
Didn’t I tell you that? He wanted very much to see you 
?b-night. But it didn’t seem possible.” 

“I didn’t really expect it. I don’t know how things are 
here. I’m willing to put myself in your hands without 
questidn.” 

But the Countess knew she had stayed awake in the hope 
of seeing Mark. Now that the drugs had worn off and she 
was’ so much stronger the resemblance between them was 
clearer. Especially in the movements of her hands, her way 
of turning the eyes. She looked very much younger, younger 
even than thtf Countess. 

“Do you want to sleep now?” the Countess asked, “or 
may I stay with you for a minute? ” 

“Do stay, please. I’ve slept all day.” 

“I sleep so badly. Sometimes I can’t sleep till nearly 
morning, and then I have to take veronal.” 

Emmy shook her head sympathetically. But the Countess 
guessed she was too healthy to know what long white nights 
can mean. “I suppose you’ve never had insomnia?” she 
said. 

i‘Oh, yes,” Emmy said. “Once I didn’t sleep well for 
months. I lay fqr hours in the dark. Not quite dark, there 
were street lights shining on to the walls. I was trying to 
come to a decision about something — whether I should or 
should not take a part in trying to right something; some- 
thing that seemed to me wrong. It meant risking a good 
deal. I couldn’t quite make up my mind. Principally because 
to risk it meant also to throw away a lot of things I’d 
treasured. But in the end I did throw them all away. Noth- 
ing has ever refreshed me so much as that insomnia.” 
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“I can’t do that. I mean I can’t throw things away 
They cling to me. Everything I do seems to cling to me 
forever.” 

She spoke with that light, frivolous despair that always 
seems the most sick of all. 

“You’re not happy!” Enomy exclaimed. 

It was the second time this evening this had been said 
to her, and in almost the same voice. 

“I know it’s not important whether I’m happy or not. 
But I have been happy. I know what it is to be happf. 
Now it’s true I ha'^en’t been for a long time. Except just in sf ’ 
few flashes, such short flashes I don’t know quite what they, 
mean. They come in the midst of so much else that I know 
so well and 4an’t get rid of.” 

Enun^ clasped her hands behind her head and looked up 
at the ceiling. “You’re a very beautiful woman,” she said. 
“I suppose you’re fairly healthy. I heard you singing a 
while ago, so you have music and things to enjoy. A great 
many people must love you, and you’re fortunate in many 
ways. If I were a Martian come to observe the race of man 
I’d probably decide that the only happy people to be found 
were a select few with failing eyesight, faithless friends, 
incurable diseases, and no money. Probably because these 
are the only ones who are ever willing to throw dead 
experiences away.” 

The Countess laughed nervously. This sounded so much 
like what Mark would say. She lost herself for a moment 
in the pleasure of their identity. 

“You mean they’re the only ones capable of making a 
fresh start.” ^ 

“ I suppose I do. I was reading a play by Sudermana just 
as you came in. I used to ^lay in it. It’s a good play, but 
reading it now it bored me to death. I was thinking all the 
time of a play I’d like to have written and how I’d act it and 
put it on.” 

“A play not even written?” 

“A play not even conceived. But maybe it will be. It 
makes me happier to think of a good play that may be 
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written than a good play that has been. I suppose I think 
happiness, like health, is a process of circulation and 
elimination. ” 

“Then you’re happy,” the Countess said. She looked at 
her closely, at her thidc hair, the strong, delicate bones of 
her face, her eyes, as though the true secret would show in 
•them. 

“Oh, not quite as easily as that. I’m not an idiot. I’m 
happy at times and within reason. Enough to keep me living 
%nd circulating. I’m not one to insist that everything is 
•for’the best in the best of all possibjp worlds. I don’t 
, congratulate myself that it was worth while being raped 
and disembowelled by the Bulgars, like Cunegonde, in order , 
to sit here eating candied pistache nuts.” J 

She gave a great ringing laugh, but i^e* Coimtess 
shuddered. “The world is so horrible now,” she said. “It’s 
grown too horrible for any one to be happy in it. Who 
could be happy to-day? No, it’s too horrible.” 

“It’s always horrible. History, when you’re in the midst 
of it, is always nearly intolerable to a decent and sensitive 
man. It’s only when a period is over and everything has 
been burned away, but a few selected shells — ^buildings, 
books, a bit of law or music — that we can stand it. That’s 
because we see the form and direction and, at the same time, 
we don’t know what it really was like to live in it.” 

“Then you think we can’t ever be happy in the present?” 

“At times, certainly. But I should say only if we are 
willing to throw a lot of it overboard the very instant it 
beg>mes the past. And it becomes the past the very instant 
after it’s lived.” 

The Countess sighed heavily. “I don’t know what’s the 
matter with me,” she said, “buUl’U tell you one thing: the 
happiest moment I’ve known in a long time vras just after 
I had taken you into my house. Then I really did throw a 
great deal overboard. I don’t know that I can go on with it. 
But I know I need a new Ufe. Entirely different. A new 
life where I can love new things, in a way I’ve never known.” 

Suddenly her face went bla^ and reticent again. She 
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sat aghast at what she had said. It was as though a cloth had 
wiped her face, leaving it almost idiotic in its emptiness. 
Emmy had the sensation of watching the Countess drop 
away from her like a falling leaf. The good, kind woman, 
she thought hotly, who had risked so much to help her. But 
she respected her reticence and said nothing. She looked 
away from her. < 

The Co\mtess got up. “I must let you sleep," she said. 
“I shouldn’t have talked so long. But I’m a little uneasy 
to-night.” , * 

Emmy asked again, “Has anything gone wrong?” 

“I don’t really know. I can’t tell. There is something 
out there,” she said, “ that’s like a delicate pendulum Swing- 
ing from sitje to side. If it swings toward us and stops, 
I’m afraid vje’re all lost.” 

She Spoke lightly again, with her sick air of gaiety. 

“Not you, I hope,” Emmy said quickly. And to herself 
she thought, and not the doctor — and not Mark. 

She felt suddenly so constricted, so ovciiaden by all 
that had been done for her, that tears rushed to her eyes. 
These things she could never throw away. The inexplicable 
generosity, which even her own generosity couldn’t quite 
bear or understand. 

“Do you want anything before I go?” 

“No, thank you.” 

“Good-night, then.” 

The Countess held out her hand and Emmy caught it 
impulsively and kissed it. 

The Countess drew it quickly away. Not because Emmy 
was another woman and her social equal, but because in her 
rigid state she was afraid of the entirely natural expression 
of a still flexible being. • 

“Good-night,” she said again. 

Flushed with embarrassment she picked up the tray 
and went out. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


Mark sat on the edge of the bed and every now and then 
* leaned back on the pillow and slept for a few moments. 
As he woke his first gesture was always to lift his hand and 
look at his wrist watch. Once or twice he got up and leaned 
^uuhis window, breathing in the cold night air. Over the 
'peaked roofs near him he could see thekbulk of the larger 
hotel where he supposed the General was staying. All 
through the night there was a square of light shining in if . 
and he was sure it came from the General’s room. 

It didn’t seem possible to him that the General could 
be asleep. He imagined him sitting also on the edge of the 
bed, his great blond head sagged forward and his monocle 
dropped from his eye. And somewhere outside the blind 
image of th^man he saw his mind, a separate thing running 
like a little dog, back and forth. He saw it nosing out the 
scent, getting always a little nearer and a little nearer, until 
finally it was ready to set up a howling outside a closed door. 

He followed the General’s mind back and forth on its 
hunt. He saw all the scraps as it nosed them and turned them 
over, and he saw how these scraps gradually fitted together 
and made a whole: 

“What’s that American doing in town?” (Fritz said the 
whole village would be ta lking about it to-night.) “Why, 
bff came to bury his mother. He and Fritz Keller buri^ 
her at three this afternoon. They say she was a criminal of 
somS sort.” 

So she’s dead already, is shef And he buried her to-day? 
Then he has known everything that’s been going on. He 
and this Fritz — “an old servant you say?” 

“Oh, but Mr. Preysing was here for lunch.” All that 
laughter at the table. “ Mr. Preysing, you're just a scream!” 
“I knew a tarantula once who kept a lady.” “You take a 
great deal from me, Mr. Preysing.” 
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ril tdq>hone up to town as soon as it’s light. PU tele- 
phone and sec what really happened there. 

“But she wasn’t executed, General. She died suddenly 
in the middle of the night.” 

“Oh? And who was with her?” 

“Doctor Ditten was with her. She was his special case. 
He operated on her and saved her life a short time before.”" 

Ditten? The fellow with the brusque, independent 
manner: trades on his uncle’s position? Ruby’s prot^gt 
She used to give him milk and cakes in the coimtry when he 
was a staring, blu»<yed child. He'd do arming for Ruby. 

“Hold Ditten, will you, till I make a few more inquiries.” 

There was a strange looking wagon, like a delivery 
wagon, turning in the drive. 

“Tm afraid I have a headache and you’ll both have to 
leave. Let’s make an excursion somewhere to-morrow. 
Be gone all day. Mr. Preysing has to stay here. He can’t 
possibly come with us.” 

•% 

Mark went over all this, back and forth, adding a bit 
here and there, working on it as carefully as though he 
were the himter and not the hunted. 

If I only had the passport now we could go at once. 

But Fritz can’t be working at it all night. He may have 
had engine trouble or an accident. He may not even be 
there. The man who sells the passports may be gone. He 
may have been arrested. Even if everything goes smoothly 
he can’t possibly get back till some time in the morning. 
Probably ten o’clock. And that’s too late now. ' 

Then he began to push forward into the day that was 
coming. He saw the doctor, drinking coffee before the little 
iron stove in his big room full of chilly morning light, the 
light of the morning that hadn’t broken yet. Downstairs the 
bell jangling suddenly. “ It’s our bell, sir.” The old servant 
looking at him— “ Who can it be this early ?” And the doctor’s 
small blue eyes suddenly full of cold and obstinate courage. 

Fritz stepping off the train, liis old Homberg sagging 
down over his ears, his shabby coat pulled up against the 
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raw mountain air. In his inner pocket the false passport. 
“Are you Fritz Keller?” The preoccupied, sour look 
suddenly turning blank. “ Come along with us.” 

Finally, the Countess, in a white robe with a red cord 
around her waist like a medieval penitent. “Don’t go 
upstairs. There’s no one up there. I forbid you to got” 

“ But if I had the passport we cotild still get away. 
Therc’d be no one there. The upstairs room would be empty. 
“ But, my darling, you see you’ve imagined the whole th^g 
■^tirely you know I love only you.” 

That would leave her behind. Can J really leave her 
* behind? Aren’t some things worse than prison and torture 
and execution? No, by God, there are no things worse. Let 
her take what’s coming to her. She had him for years. She 
can go on having him. • * 

What time is it now? Four o’clock. 

If I don’t get out in a few hours it’s too late. 

What can I do ? Get her and climb over the mountains in 
the dark? SUb can barely walk. 

I’ve ruined every one: the doctor, Fritz, the Countess, 
and myself. And Emmy worst of aU. It will be a hundred 
times worse for her now. Better kill ourselves than go 
through what we’ll have to go through. Better blow our 
brains out now. 

But I should have killed him last night there in the snow. 
Him and his dummy driver with him. Perhaps I could have 
done it. It was so essential that I might have done it. 

•A sudden sleep lasted only a few seconds, or perhaps half 
an hour. Then he started up. Someone was moving gently 
on tifjtoe outside his door. 

His come for me. • 

He lay still, and a sick relief came over him. It was 
over at last. Now there was nothing he could do. 

He heard voices, two low voices murmuring. Then the 
steps tiptoeing past again. 

The inner walls of the hotel were thin partitions, the 
doors pine boards with wide cracks. In the room next to 
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his own he heard someone moving. A splash of water. 
Finally a loud yawn in a descending scale. 

Someone was getting up early. That was all. A man next 
to him was shaving. The footsteps had been the clerk 
giving him an early call. He was a skier perhaps. A man 
who wanted to make an excursion, or catch a train. 

Mark got up. He went to the window again and lookc<!^ 
into a white well of mist. He couldn’t see the houses nor 
the hotel nor the square of light. 

It was nearly five o’clock. » 

He opened his^oor, went to the head of the stairs anJ 
looked down. From the office below came a dim light. 

He went downstairs to the office and found the little 
clerk who had let him in the night before. He was sitting 
behind the <iesk, his head against the wall, dozing, with his 
mouth open. He heard Mark and started awake, his eyes 
sleepy but surprised when he saw who it was. 

“ You wakened me,” Mark said, “ with all your tramping 
up and down the stairs.” 

“But I’m sorry, sir. I apologise. I went as quietly as I 
could ” 

He went on stammering and Mark said, “I sleep badly. 
Anything wakes me.” 

He began to walk up and down the little office, his banrls 
in his pockets, and the clerk watched him anxiously. He 
stood up behind his de^, not knowing what to do about it. 

On tlie wall were brilliant railroad and tourist posters, 
snowy crags, castles, and ski slopes. The clerk’s head was 
in the middle of a baroque church. 

Mark stopped suddenly. “Since I’m up ,T might as well 
make an excursion. Can I hire a car this early? Where could 
I go for a day’s excursion?”! 

The clerk began to hunt with an air of haste and 
efficiency among the travel folders lying in pigeonholes 
and on his desk. 

“You can go here— or here,” he said, shuffling them out 
for Mark to look at. “Here’s the most beautiful baroque 
church in the country. Here’s the village which is the most 
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famoxis in the world, if you except Nazareth and 
Bethlehem.” 

He was anxious to please. The General, Mark saw, had 
given him great prestige by his visit of the night before, by 
his gracious call to take him dining with the Covmtess. What 
if his mother was a criminal? Many in high places came to 
•^ief in these days. 

This last glimmer of his prestige, so soon to vanish, 
Mark made the most of. 

• “;Sfou get me a car,” he said, “I’ll decide where to go 
Tater. I can’t go back and go to sleep now.* Send up some hot 
•water, and some coffee and rolls.” 

He went toward the stairs. He thought, at least I won’t 
be here when he comes. At least I can go and>get her and 
take her to another hotel. It will hold liim off fdr a little 
while longer. Then as he began to climb he had a moment of 
vertigo and of hallucination. He saw himself and Emmy, 
the doctor, Fritz, and the Countess, all falling together in the 
Miltonic chute that Rubens painted, and as they fell they 
turned also into stone and scales and green corruption. 
Because they were weak, and the offence of weakness, he saw 
at last, was unforgivable. But the General and the Com- 
missioner and the soldiers in the little cafd, the landlady 
of the Pension Eden, all the half-seen and half-known other 
ones, the strong ones, the insignificant ones, leaned above 
them, suddenly brilliant and transfigured in triumph. It 
was so monstrous and so inevitable in its complete realiza- 
tion that it was the lowest moment he had ever felt. As his 
hand moved along the stair rail, touching the rough, fresh 
pine, he thougl^ that if he ever lived to see any one else 
mak^hat gesture he would shudder, certain that xmspoken 
horrors must fill his mind. •* 

The clerk hurried after him with hot water. He shaved, 
but before he had finished the clerk was back with hot coffee 
and rolls. He had added butter and jam as an appeasement. 
Mark ate htmgrily. Next door he heard the unseen man 
clicking his own cup as he drank his coffee, and suddenly 
Mark felt better again and not so afraid. He felt only 
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extraordinarily nervoxis. Through his open door he could 
hear the clerk telephoning about the car. 

The other man finished his breakfast and went downstairs. 
Mark heard him talking to the clerk. Presently he went out. 

It was still dark outside and the mist shrouded everything. 
It seemed to Mark kindly, because it gave him a feeling of 
shelter. It was a half-light that would hold back for 
time the full glare of day. 

He took his overcoat and hat and went downstairs again. 
The clerk was standing at the door looking out. , ' 

“What’s the matter,” Mark said; “can’t you get a car?*^ 

It was like the little caf6 where he had waited for Fritz. • 

“Oh, yes, sir. Gertner’s coming. His wife say’s he’ll 
be here righ# away.” 

If Fritz ,would only turn up in the wagon as he had 
before 1 Fritz and the passport. He walked up and down the 
ofiice, looking at the travel posters 

“ Why doesn’t he come?” he asked. 

“He has to have his breakfast. People don’t usually 
start this early in winter. It would have been better to 
order it the night before.” 

“I wouldn’t have ordered it at all if you hadn’t wakened 
me.” 

“He’ll be here in a minute, sir.” 

But the car didn’t come. Mark kept looking at liis wrist. 

“Call him again,” he said finally. 

“He’s coming as soon as he can, sir. He’s got the best 
car here. I didn’t want to get just any car.” 

Not for the General’s pal, Mark thought. 

Finally he heard it coming down the stigeet. It filled the 
morning cold and stillness with its warm, purring stiund. 

“Here it is, sir.” The clerk was much relieved, 

Mark went to the door and saw a rather old but once 
luxurious limousine. The driver was red-faced still from 
sleep but he looked robust and exceptionally cheerful. He 
had the face of a sly, garrulous man. He’d been told already 
that the eccentric foreigner who couldn’t sleep wanted bitn 
for the day. 
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Mark got in. 

“I’ll be back some time to-night,” he told the clerk. 

“Where do you want to go, sir?” the driver asked. 

“I don’t know,” Mark said. Then he told him to drive 
to the big resort town first, where he’d have a good hot 
breakfast and decide on what he wanted to do. They drove 
^oflF slowly in the mist. 

“This will clear right up as soon as the sun rises,” 
the driver told him. 

• Mark asked him about the excursions he usually made and 
^hcre was a good place to go. “ I hate excursions,” he said. 

• “I never can make up my mind where to go or what to do ” 

The driver clicked his tongue sympathetically. He had 
heard, too, perhaps, about the fiuieral. “It’s«ad to travel 
alone,” he said. • * 

’“Yes, it is,” Mark agreed. 

He kept his face to the window, trying to see out in 
the mist. He saw a letter-box he thought he had noticed 
when he camt from the Countess’s house In a few moments 
hers would appear. 

“There’s a lady,” he said, “who promised to make an 
excursion with me. I don’t know whether she’d think it too 
early to start.” He spoke as if to himself. 

The driver said, “All, do you mean one of the Countess’s 
young ladles?” 

“ No, a guest of the Cotmtess.” 

“The Countess used to have a lot of guests.” The driver 
turned so that Mark saw liis crimson profile and one sly 
blue eye “ Now she has very few.” 

“Turn in thgre,” Mark said. “I’ll see if I can persuade 
her «) go.” 

The driver smiled rather impertinently. 

The little chalet with the bird perched on it rose in a 
swirl of mist. The car turned in sharply. They went slowly 
along the driveway, up the little hill, past the evergreens, 
with snow on them now. 

And here was her house again, as it had stood yesterday 
against the upward spears of pines. But now it was a 
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drovmed house, drowned in white mist, the world around it 
all whiteness. And though the house looked dark at first, as 
he got out he saw a dim glow, as though somewhere inside a 
light was burning. 

He stood before the door, but he did not need to knock. 
It opened at once and he saw her white face and her white 
robe in the gloom of the hallway. She stretched out her cold* 
hand to him and drew him in. The door shut behind him. 
As she drew him she retreated, and before he could clasp her 
she had slipped away and flitted to the foot of the stairs? 
There she turned qn a light in the hall. • 

“I heard the car,” she said. “I’d come down to the , 
• kitchen to get her some hot coffee.” * 

“I had to fome for her,” he said. Then seeing her white 
figure. so*sojitary, at the foot of the rising stairs, he said, 
like a plea for forgiveness, “I’ve got to get her away.” 

“ Oh, yes. I know you must. I was afraid all night.” 

“So was I.” 

bhe went up and he followed her. In the upper hall she 
turned on another light. She took a key from her pocket and 
unlocked the door of Emmy’s room. The bed light was still 
on but Emmy lay sound asleep, her arm across her eyes. She 
didn’t wake when they came in. 

Mark touched her on the shoulder and she flung back her 
arm and her eyes opened. 

“Mark!” she cried. 

He bent over and kissed her. “We’ve got to go now, 
darling,” he said. “Can you get up, do you think?” 

She looked at both of them, her immense eyes m-nlfing a 
glistening light of their own in the softly-lighted room. 

“ Of course,” she said. * «, 

“I’m getting her some Jiot coffee,” the Countess said, 
“before the servants get up.” She turned to the door. “Wait 
a moment,” she said, “l^at will you put on? I must get 
you some of my clothes. You can’t wear those shoes. And 
you must have a hat. With a veil, perhaps. The fur coat 
will do.” 

She went to her own room and opened the wardrobe 
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doors, got out a hat with a veil that wound around the head 
and under the chin, chose a woollen dress, a pair of oxfords. 

She took them back. “Put these on,” she said. “You 
must look like a traveller, and it won’t hurt if you look 
elegant. These are French clothes.” 

Then she ran downstairs, took the coflFee from the stove 
Vhcre it was boiling, got the milk and the hot rolls. When 
she carried them upstairs Emmy was already dressed. She 
was sitting before the dressing-table, her hair stiU down her 
Sack. The Countess put the tray beside her on a little table. 

“It’s so hard to do my hair,” Emmy said. She began to 
• eat the rolls and drink the coifee. 

Mark stood by the window watching her. His face was 
so pale his eyes seemed like black smears. • 

When Emmy had finished the Countess said, '‘I’ll help 
you with your hair.” She lifted Emmy’s heavy braids. 

Mark said in a flat voice, “ You know she has no passport.” 

The Coimtess let the braids fall. “He hasn’t come back 
with it?” • 

“No.” 

“ Then you can’t get out.” 

“What’s this?” said Emmy. 

Neither of them dared to answer her. 

Then Mark, looking at the Countess, said, “We’ve got 
to get out, because of the General.” 

The Coimtess put her hands on the back of a chair to 
steady herself. “Yes, the General. But where will you go?” 

“I don’t know, but we must leave here. He mustn’t find 
hef in your house.” 

“ But you ca»’t leave the country.” 

“Not without a passport.” 

“Then what will you do?” • 

“ We’ll go somewhere. I thought I’d leave her in a hotel. 
She must not be found here. Pll come back and meet Fritz 
and get the passport. I’ll take it back to her if I can, or 
I’ll mail it to her wherever she is.” 

They talked over Emmy’s head. Emmy sat quite still, 
her hair dowp her back, looking in the glass. 

3S7 



“You see, it’s the General,” Mark said again. 

The Ck>untess nodded. “Then it’s no good to run away,” 
she said at last, “ unless you run far enough.” 

Suddenly for all of them it was intolerable. It had 
gone on too long. They had been too frightened. They had 
endured too much. It would be better to give up. No one 
could do any more. 

The Countess leaned on the back of Emmy’s chair and 
thought, I can’t help them I’m useless. I’m dead. Not to 
help them now is death. , * 

Leaning on th% chair her will and her senses seemed tcT 
pass into a long swoon of forgetfulness. « 

She opened her eyes and saw her face in the glass and 
below it Emmy’s face. But it seemed dimly like the face of 
someone &ls«. It was as though someone had opened a door 
for her and whispered in her car: Come this way. 

She said slowly, “Why, I’ll get you a passport.” 

She went out of the room and walked down the stairs to 
the liall below. She crossed the gallery into thtfother section 
of the house where the girls slept. Their rooms opened off a 
corridor filled with gay flower pi i nts The windows looked 
into the court on the other siti( o! which were the servants’ 
quarters. She looked at all the doors carefully to be sure 
she had the right one, then opened it and stepped inside. 
She switched on a table-lamp 

“ Suzanne,” she said in a low voice. 

The French girl was too sleepy to be surprised at seeing 
the Countess by her bed. 

“ Suzanne,” the Countess said, “ are you awake ? Can you 
hear what I say?” , 

“Yes, madame” • 

“I didn’t frighten you?”* 

“No. I’m not frightened. What is it?” Her black eyes 
grew suddenly alert. She sat up stiffly in her bed, waiting to 
hear. 

“ Suzanne, I have to ask a great favour. I ask it because 
I must. If you can’t do it promise me you’ll never speak of 
it.” 
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Suzanne answered composedly, “ What is it 
“I want you to lend me your passport.” 

“My passport?” 

“Yes. Only to lend it. It will be mailed back to you 
shortly. It it isn’t you can always say it was lost or stolen. 
Your consulate will make no trouble about issuing another.” 

• “My passport?” she repeated. 

The Countess suddenly feared she wouldn’t consent. 
“It’s to help someone very unfortunate,” she said, “someone 
who looks a little like you and might be able to use it.” 

• Suzanne stared ahead of her and knitted her black brows. 
The Countess thought, but she doesn’t look like her at all: 
why did I think so? 

She said desperately, “Suzanne, you remumber young 
Mapnheim, don’t you?” , • 

•“ Yes?” Suzanne turned, her eyes full of a wild question. 
“Where is he? Has anything happened to him?” 

The Countess said, “ He’s dead. He shot himself.” 

The girl’s»eyes grew slowly dim. Then she drew up her 
knees and leaned against them. The Countess heard her say, 
“ I was afraid he wotild ” She clasped the back of her head in 
her hands, and the Countess had room in her heart to pity 
her. Then she leaned over and touched her shoulder. 
“ You’ll let me have the passport ?” 

“Yes. Take it.” Suzanne, without lifting her head, 
pointed to her purse lying on the dressing-table. 

The Countess got the purse and opened it. She found the 
passport and held it close to the light. The photograph was 
of a staring, black-eyed woman with a large nose, and hair 
cut in bangs drawn tight back over the ears. In the ears were 
ear-rings of a queer design, like starfish. 

“May I have the ear-rings ?”«the Countess asked. 

Suzanne jumped out of bed and went to her dressing- 
table drawer. She was in a thin chiffon nightgown and the 
Countess saw her smart, rather ugly, long body, already 
with something prematurely old-mai^h in its lines. She 
was shivering with cold and excitement. “Here they are,” 
she said. She pushed them into the Coimtess’s hand. 
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“Thank you, Suzanne. And lend me some lipstick too, 
some mascara. I haven’t any.” Suzanne gathered them from 
the drawer and gave them to her. “ Get back to bed now. 
You’ll catch cold.” 

She went to the door. “ I’m in a terrible hurry,” she said. 

“ I must gc. But you’ve done a good thing, Suzanne. You’ve 
helped someone you’d want to help.” ^ 

Suzanne watched her from the dressing-table, but she 
said nothing. 

The Coimtess closed the door behind her and ran H^jhtly 
back along the corridor, across the gallery, upstairs, and 
into the room where Emmy sat. She saw Mark standing by , 
her. 

“Here,” ^e said. She laid the passport down before 
Emmy. « H^ere’s your passport.” 

Neither of them seemed to understand. 

“ And the ear-rings too,” the Countess said, “ and rouge 
and mascara. See? That’s all you need.” 

li was the happiest moment of her life. Now she had 
saved them. And at the moment when they had given up 
in despair. 

But they didn’t realize yet the simplicity and perfection 
of what she had done. Emmy only picked up the ear-rings 
wonderingly. Mark examined the photograph. 

“It’s that French girl,” he said, without excitement. 

He held it out for Emmy to see. She glanced at it and 
then at the ear-rings again, and the lipstick and mascara. 
She looked in the mirror at the Countess’s pale and radiant 
face, and suddenly she smiled. , 

“ Can you look like that?” the Countess asked. 

“I can look like anything.” * , 

The Countess got her big sewing scissors and cut a bang 
of Emmy’s hair, drew the rest back into a knot high on her 
head, put on the hat, and wound the veil imder her chin to 
hide the throat. Emmy, with cold cream, powder, and lip- 
stick, carefully made up her face, changed the shape of her 
mouth. “If I had some tweezers I could change my eye- 
brows, too, but they’ll have to do,” she said. Then she sat in 
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front of the mirror, and holding the passport in one hand 
tilted her head backward and looked from under her brows, 
lifted an eyebrow as though she were sceptical of the whole 
proceeding. 

It was so exactly Suzanne’s attitude and expression it 
made the Countess gasp. 

« Mark still wasn’t impressed. “It’s pretty good,” he 
said, “but just the same, no one would take you for that 
French girl.” 

• “They don’t have to,” Emmy said, “they only have to 
believe that this picture is a bad one pf me. And they 
, mustn’t look too closely. That’s a chance we’ll have to 
take.”* 

“ You must have some luggage,” the Countass cried. She 
moyed about as swiftly as a swallow. She was %o full of 
happiness she wanted to sing. She ran into her own room 
next door and got her handbag and another bag from a 
closet. The crowns, she thought, won’t show under the 
covers. • 

She threw in underwear, stockings, a silk blouse, soap, 
a dressing-gown and slippers. “These will do,” she said. 
She brought them back. Mark looked at her and saw her 
face brilliant with energy and delight. Every movement 
was vivid. He hardly knew her. 

“ Now, if you’ll take my advice,” she said, “ you’ll drive 
straight back to town. Who have you got, by the way ?” 

“A fellow named Gertner.” 

“ Oh, 1 know Gertner. His daughter Lili was my parlour- 
maid once, and he drove my car for a time, when I had one. 
Well, you just lej him leave you at a hotel. Be as m 3 ?sterious 
as yoti like and pay him for a full day. He’ll only think it’s 
a clandestine love affair. He’s got that kind of imagination. 

I had a lot of bother with Gertner. He got Juli’s sister into 
trouble. Yes, you must make it seem to be an escapade.” 

Emmy listened intently, nodding her head. Her imagin- 
ation seized everything, already was prepared to take her 
r61e. But Mark was heavy and saw nothing. “ Then what ?” 
he said, not as a question but as an ironical disclaimer. 
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“Then take a taxi at once to the airport. You can get 
the eight o’clock plane to Zurich if there’s room in it. 

I took that plane myself once. It’s just about an hour’s 
trip. If not, take the fiirst one going anywhere out of the 
r min try. Be Very bold about whatever you do. With these 
people and certainly in the circumstances it’s the only way.” 

She had never before said, “these people,” and now slw 
didn’t notice she had said it. 

“You should be in Zurich by nine,” she said. “Just 
think of itl At nine o’clock you’re free.” 

Mark’s heart shook at the word. 

But he couldn’t believe it. He felt bogged down, not. 
only by distrust, but by the final weight of details. “ What 
about my hotel bill?” he said childishly. “I left my things 
there, ycfli Jmow. Even if I leave money to pay them, 
won’t they suspect you of taking part in something queer, 
won’t they start one of their damned inquiries?” 

“Oh, they don’t inquire about everytliing.” The 
Comitess spoke as tolerantly as to a child ‘‘I’ll pay your 
hotel bill. Don’t object! You can send me the money 
when you want. I’ll just say you’d didn’t like the place 
and decided to go elsewhere, and I’ll have your luggage 
forwarded.” 

“ Oh, the luggage doesn’t matter.” 

“Then, I’ll want to be sure you got away. I must be 
sure. So you’ll telegraph me the moment you land?” 

“ The minute we land.” Emmy answered before he could. 

The women looked at each other as though to say, 

“ IIow gay and how lovely to be planning these things!” • 

“You can telegraph right from tl\e airport,” the 
Countess said. “You might say ‘ Changed plans. 1^ and 
so and I leaving for Paris. Please forward luggage.’ Some- 
thing like that. I could show it to the hotel.” 

She took Emmy’s elbows and lifted her up, helped 
her on with the fur coat, found her purse. “Now you 
must really get off,” she said. “You’ve got to hurry to 
be in town before eight o’clock.” 

She gave Emmy a last look, rearranged her veil a bit, 
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and stuffed the passport in her purse. Mark picked up the 
bags. 

The swing of her voice and her unhesitating move- 
ments carried them to the door, to the hall, and down the 
stairs. But Mark went with feet of lead. He was leaving 
her, with her eyes brilliant, her voice sure, and her whole 
body dizzy with triumph. But there was still the General. 

He was silent as she hurried to the front door. He 
wanted to hold her back, say something to her, but she 
^v^him no chance. She flung open the front door and 
Ailed gaily to the driver, “ Good-morn jng, Hans. Come 
•and get some bags.” 

Gertner jumped out and came up the walk smiling. 
“Good-morning, gracious lady.” • 

“Take my friend’s bags,” she said. “Mr. frtysing is 
driving her up to town.” 

Mark handed him the bags. 

“How is Lili?” the Countess asked. 

“Oh, very*well, thank you, gracious lady. Very well.” 

“ Tell her I have a present for the baby. She must come 
some day soon and get it.” 

How can she be like this, he thought; how can she be 
so happy? 

She caught Emmy by the shoulders and kissed her on 
both checks. “Au revoir, ma chene” she said effusively, 

“ Bomii chance. IPoublvez pas It tekgramme.” 

“ Au Tcvotr, et mtUe retnerciemerUs” cried Emmy. 

They both laughed as though they were sharing a gay 
coi^iracy and some guilt and a little mockery. Emmy’s 
acting was perf^t, but it was no more perfect than that 
of th(* Countess. Gertner gave them a shrewd, complaisant 
look and picked up the bags. • 

Mark took Emmy sharply by the arm and went down 
the walk with her to the car. For a second he had thought. 
I’ll let her go alone, but the few steps to the car showed 
him she could never get away by hersdf. Germer, stowing 
the bags, didn’t see, but her steps faltered, her face was 
suddenly white with strain under the rouge and powder. 
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He half lifted her into the car. “I’ll be all right,” she 
whispered. “It’s just at first.” She leaned her head back 
on the seat and closed her eyes. 

“Ready?” Gertner asked. 

“Just a moment.” 

Mark turned and walked back to the door. The Countess 
was standing just inside, her white woollen robe drawn 
close against the cold. He drew the door half to behind 
him and stood with her in the little vestibule. 

“I can’t leave you here,” he said. “ Come with tis. ,We*ll 
wait.” « * 

“I can’t come. Not now.” . 

“Why not? You’ve got a passport. Tell the girls any- 
thing.” • 

“Oh, "no.” 

“It’s dangerous for you to stay.” 

All the light left her face. She looked at him with 
wide-open eyes that saw him as a small figure in a big, 
empty space. * 

“ I can’t come,” she repeated. 

“You mean you can’t leave him.” 

“I mean if I leave now he’d never rest till he’d uncovered 
it. And then the others would suflFer too. Those others 
who helped you. It wouldn’t be fair.” 

“But you’re afraid now.” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“ Then you see something you won’t tell me. Wliat is it ?” 

“Nothing. Nothing.” 

But she did see something, though perhaps she hardly 
knew what she saw. With a stab of paii\ he thought. It’s 
a fey look. 

“Will you come later?*’ 

“ Oh yes, I’ll come later.” 

“No, you’ll never come. You’re a prisoner, too. More 
than she was. You can’t get away.” 

“I can get away.” 

He said despairingly, “You saved me, and I can’t save 
you.” 
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“But I’ll come,” she said. Her face, swan-like and 
mysterious, lifted to his and he kissed her. “Oh, my 
darling, good-bye.” 

He turned from her and pushed the door open. He 
ran down the path. 

Emmy was leaning forward, her face pressed against 
the window of the car. As he opened the door she stayed 
his hand, holding the door open to look out. 

The sun was coming up behind the mist, the world 
-^^as^till white but opaque and full of hidden light. Of 
tlhe country Emmy loved so much she ^ould see only a 
•peaked house, the black points of pine trees, and under the 
crusts bf melting snow by the path, the brown dried stalks 
of last year’s flowers. Tears ran down her powdered cheeks. 
“Oh, it’s so beautiful,” she said, “it’s so beautifuT.” 

Mark got in beside her and begged her without words 
to forgive him because for an instant he had almost hated 
her. He drew her head back against his shoulder and the 
driver started^he car. 

They rolled down the drive and out into the road. No 
use looking back to see the house. The mist hid it and he 
knew the door was closed. 

Before they reached the resort town the mist began 
to lift and in half an hom the road, the houses, the pine 
trees, were clear and distinct and glistening with moisture. 
But Emmy didn’t open her eyes to look again, and he saw 
nothing, but the sun flashing on the windshields of a few 
passing cars. 

He knew that it was all over. He would never see the 
Countess again. ,And presently, in the apathy of a thing 
already over, but never to be entirely recovered from, he 
would pass with Emmy through the locked iron gates. 
And after so much intolerable anguish their passage would 
be as effortless and gentle as a peaceful death. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 


She stood in the vestibule, hearing the door of the car 
slam and the engine starting and the crackling sound 
wheels moving over crusty, melting ice. Then it was 
quiet again. 

Gradually, as the car didn’t come back, as no spuiitd 
came, she knew t^ey were gone. 

But she remained standing there until she shook with^ 
cold. What am I waiting for, she thought. Oh, the tele- 
gram. The telegram from Zurich. But that will be hours 
yet. At 'the earliest I wouldn’t get it till nine-thirty. At 
the very earliest. In the meantime I have a thousand things 
to do. 

She ran upstairs and snatched the dishes that had been 
left in Emmy’s room and took them down tD the kitchen, 
washed them hastily and put them away. She was just 
climbing the stairs again when she heard her servants 
coming across the gallery to the kitchen. She went to the 
room where Emmy had been and straightened it up. She 
couldn’t remember when she had made a bed and she made 
this one awkwardly and replaced little things around 
the room that had been moved Presently it looked exactly 
as it had before. It was as though Mark and Emmy had 
never been there. If the General were now to walk in 
the door he could look at the couch and never see -that 
Mark had once slept there and the mirror would hold no 
trace of Emmy’s face, peering into it with the sudd&.i face 
of Suzanne. 'The room wts so empty of them, it told her 
they had got safely away. She took a last look to assure 
herself, went out, and locked the door. 

As she went down the hall to her own room the house 
seemed queer to her. For a time she had thought of it so 
intensely as a shelter for them that now it had an empty, 
purposeless air. She got into her bed to wait for breakfast. 
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sitting there against her pillows she tried to imagine 
what the house would be like when she left it. Because 
she had no doubt that she would be leaving it soon. 

I’ll have to arrange to sell it, she thought. But no, 
that’s no good. I coxildn’t take the money. (Enuny Ritter 
tried to sell a house 1) I’ll have to rent it. I can probably 
manage that somehow, though it’s pretty big. It costs 
a great deal to heat it. 

Then there are the servants. I can’t turn them loose 
oh t;te world. I must especially look out for Juli. Perhaps 
Pcan manage to take Juli with me. I V)ok her with me 
.before — to New York. 

Buf take her where? Where am I going? Where will 
I be at home now? What house will shelter me? And 
hov^i will I live? There won’t be any money. • • 

Of course I can sell tilings. There’s still lots of furniture 
and there are the porcelains and some of the books and 
pictures. The jewellery is all gone. All the best things 
are gone • 

But like the house, which I can’t sell and can’t even 
rent, I can’t sell my things because I can’t use the money. 
I can’t get it away. 

She was still too swept onwards to be discouraged. There 
are ways of doing everything, she thought. I must see 
that old servant of theirs. Fritz, they called him. He’s 
sure to come back with the passport. He’ll come straight 
here. He looked like a capable man, and I’ll ask his advice. 
How strange to depend finally on a disagreeable old servant. 

What was that dark thing I saw, or thought I saw, 
just as they were leaving? It was so awful for a moment. 
Well, i can’t quite remember it. After nine o’clock I don’t 
need to remember it. * 

When Juli came with the coffee she found the Countess 
wide awake, with a strange, dreamy look on her face. 

“ Good-morning, gracious lady,” said Juli. The curtains 
were already drawn back and the sun was be ginning to 
shine on the melting snow. “It’s a lovely day,” Juli said 
tentatively. She pretended not to watch the Countess. 
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She had known all about her and the General for many 
years, and she could tell by a glimpse of the Countess’s 
face whether things had gone well or badly between them. 
This morning she decided the Countess was happy. She 
would go downstairs and tell Kathe they had made up 
their quarrel. 

The Coimtess sipped her coffee and the noises of her 
household began around her. She couldn’t remember what 
the girls were planning this morning, but it didn’t matter. 
Some probably would have lessons from the old proffssdr 
who came from a nearby village where he lived. Som*e 
of the more expert might still go for ski*ing to the higher . 
slopes, where the snow might be firm enough. 

She thought of Suzanne and wondered what Suzanne 
would d6 to-day. Yesterday she had thought of Suzanne 
as that disagreeable French girl. Now she was boimd to 
Suzanne, less by obligation than by understanding of her. 
She didn’t like to think of Stizanne and Leo. It was such 
a fruitless grief. Leo had not even been abltf to take from 
Suzanne what consolation there was for him. The sadness 
of it turned her mind again to the moment in the vestibule. 
Something she had seen then, a glimpse of barrenness 
and waste places. No, it wasn’t to be like that. Because, 
she thought, I’ve throvm all that away. I’m .starting all 
over. I have a new life. Or I will at nine o’clock. 

She jumped out of bed and left her door open so that 
she could hear the golden clock. She took her bath slowly 
and dressed. Instead of putting on the day dirndl, or one 
of the pretty little suits of the country, she took out a 
sweater and tweed skirt. She put these on aijd took Suzanne’s 
lipstick and rouged her lips. She looked, in the dreSS and 
with the flash of colour at*the lips, ten years younger. 

She began to look through her bureau drawers anH to 
see all that had accumulated in them and to wonder how 
she would begin to throvr things away. She looked at her 
clothes and decided she would give them all to Juli. Except 
for a few to Kathe. She didn’t want to keep any of tfipm 

And then her desk was full of bills and papers of all 
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kinds. Letters — ^those must be gone over and thrown away. 
Letters meant friends. They would have to be thrown 
away too, just like the sheets of paper. But it’s harder to 
discard people. Do I love my friends very much? she 
thought. Could I really not do without them? Tve had 
some of them a long time. Perhaps that’s all there is to 
most of them — ^long association, things shared. But if I 
don’t want the things we shared? The moment I don’t 
want those things any more, then I’m another person. 
And they wouldn’t love me. Most of them would hate me 
for changing. The moment I changed I lost them, whether 
, I wanted to or not. But that’s all rigfit too. They’ll be 
easier \o lose than the things and the places I love so much, 
the little nooks and niches that I’ve made myself, the dear 
possessions I’ve had, and the special quality ^baut them 
that no one sees but me. 

Then there’s Kurt. But I won’t think of him now at 
all. 

She rushed her mind away from him and turned fever- 
ishly again to her house and her possessions. 

It would take days and days to clean things out of her 
various desks alone. It would be weeks and weeks, she 
thought, before I could leave this place. What would 
Emmy Ritter do if she decided to leave as I am leaving? 
She would just get up and walk outl But then I can too. 
Just the same, there are a few things I must keep. I’ll make 
a little list of them. 

She sat down at her desk, took up a pencil and paper. 
The golden clock downstairs struck eight, and the little 
tune rang out clearly. 

Is»it possible* that over two hours have gone since they 
left? If they got to town without accident then they are 
at the au^rt now and boarding the plane. (Oh, I must keep 
the clockl She put it down at the head of her list.) Then 
she began to imagine them getting into the plane. First 
they would show the passport, and there was sure to be no 
trouble about that. Who really examines a passport picture ? 
The last one she had taken looked less like her than Suzanne’s 
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did like Enuny Ritter. And no one was on the lookout 
for Emmy Ritter. Not yet. No, they’d certainly board the 
plane. But what if there was no place in the plane? She 
tried to imagine a setback, but couldn’t. It was certain 
they were on the plane. 

Now they must be taking oflF. She remembered the 
curious realization of the earth just not there any mora. 
Suddenly the damp, brown fields slowly sink and turn, 
and the clusters of red roofs lie like little pebbles. And 
then one sees the forests far below, like a fell of c^rSfe 
fur. Then the mountains come up, but so far below that 
their sharpness an& terror and beauty are lost, and they are , 
only curious and a childish, almost pedagogical simpli- 
fication. Aiyi are those lakes or only snowy meadows? 
How people, do exaggerate the beauties of air travel! They 
are only carried away by newness, by the mystical conquests 
of tlie combustion engine. Still, the loss of that line to the 
earth, which makes looking from a motmtain top so 
much better than looking from a plane, and the speed 
that destroys all delicacy of vision, the thimdcrous noise, 
do give a feeling of escape. Yes, a plane is made purely for 
escape and those two are at this moment escaping in one. 

Suddenly she thought, but if they should crash — if the 
engine fails, if the mists hide the higher peaks and they 
fly too low. She imagined a searing sheet of flame, red 
and black. But that was impossible too, because already 
she was with them as they landed. The earth came up to 
meet them and she felt, with them, the slight shock of 
landing. Then they stepped out and she knew the quiet, 
the smallness they felt, the wavering feet. 

First we must send the telegram. But are we kere? 
Is this really Switzerland? .You’re sure it’s Zurich? Where 
can we send a telegram? I must buy a tooth-brush. Let’s 
go to a hotel. Let’s take a drive. Let’s sit on a s unn y terrace 
and have a drink. Let’s talk to people. Why not go on to 
Italy, or Africa ? Let’s never stop flying. 

But she had outstripped them. It was only eight- 
fifteen. 
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Now as to this list. First there’s the clock. Then there’s 
my little porcelain of Flora, and the yellow stove of course. 

Some of the girls passed below the window carrying 
skis on their shoulders. Now the downstairs was firee. 

She went downstairs. The house was quiet but there 
was a girl, Sully probably, practising piano in the music-room. 
She was playing the Forest Pieces of Schumann. The door 
bell rang, and it was the old professor come to give his 
lessons. He was shown into the writing-room and two 
df ijje girls came nmning down the stairs and joined him. 

• She sat down in her library to wait,for the telegram. 

, It couldn’t be very long now. She leaned her head back. 
All her porcelains, the shepherdesses, the masked comedians, 
the hussars, hung around her in suspended motion. Nothing 
seemed to move but the gilded hands of th« Clock just 
out^de. Presently it struck nine and played its little notes, 
but she didn’t hear it. She was asleep. 

She didn’t even hear the door bell when it rang soon 
after. Juli had to touch her shoulder to make her wake and 
to say to her, “The General is here.” 

“Of course,” she stammered, “I’ll come.” 

Sully was still practising in the music-room. Her 
notes had the eerie melancholy of a piano played at a little 
distance. 

She went into the drawing-room and saw Kurt standing 
by the window with his back to her. The sun was shining 
now and the melting snow made a dazzling square against 
which he was a black pillar. 

He did not turn around imtil she said, “Kurt,” and 
when he turned |he saw at once that he knew. Even though 
his face was dusky against the snow glare, she saw that 
he knew. • 

“Sit down, Kurt,” she said. She dropped into a sofa 
and rested her arms on a little marquetry table where the 
porcelain statue of Flora stood holding a wreath of delicate 
flo.wers. Kurt came slowly, so slowly she could not tell 
whether it was his reluctance or intense deliberation, and 
drew up a chair to sit across from her with the table between. 
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He was giving them both time, and she used hers to shake 
off the weakness of sleep and to draw up every power 
against him. 

Here they waited now, with a frail table and a gay 
porcelain between them, at the mercy of his anger which 
she had known so often before. And she was afraid. Not 
of what she already knew but what was still unknown «n 
him. The final direction of his anger, the long plunge of 
it, and where at last it would leave them both. 

“Are you ready to take the trip?” she said. “I drgssSd 
for it.” , • 

“We’re not going,” he said. He looked at her but she* 
found it impossible to look at him. And yet it was a little 
better now they had begun to talk. She turned the Flora 
from side to side as though she were examining it for the 
first time. 

“ What do you want to do then ?" 

“To talk to you.” 

“All right. What shall we talk about?”*’ 

“I must tell you some things,” he said, “and then there 
are some things you must tell me.” 

“What are they?” 

Not looking at him she knew he twisted his monocle 
into his eye, that his hands, so small and delicate for his 
^eat size, shook as he lifted it. She knew the vein pulsed 
sickly in his forehead and that in the whites of his eyes the 
fine veins made a network. He sat half-tiuned from her, 
one elbow on the table, staring at her, and he suddenly 
sighed, a sharp, quick sigh. That meant the worse for both 
of them. He sighed because exacting, brutal, sentimental 
M he was, he had been forced at last into die worst he^uld 
imagine. » 

“I must tell you,” he said heavily, “that this mnmi ng 
I telephoned into town and I learnt that Madam Ritter 
died suddenly in prison Tuesday night.” 

“How sad I” she exclaimed. 

“It was not sad for her son, was it? He was very happy 
indeed all the next day.” 
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“ Perhaps he didn’t know.” 

“He buried her himself.” 

“Ohl Then he must have thought she was better off.” 

“Ruby, stop these lies. They’re no good. You know all 
I’m telling you. But I must go on telling you just the 
same.” 

• “To torment me?” 

“Perhaps. You haven’t hesitated to torment me.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

* ^ You do know. And you’ve known all along. What a 
* fool you made of mel I remember yoqr first question to 
> me ateut this woman, this Emmy Ritter— you looking 

so innocently at a book about her house. Already you’d 
seen the son.” * 

.“I met him quite by chance that day at the iake. It was 
the first time.” 

“I’m not at all sure it was by chance. And I’m still 
less sure it was the first time. But my questions come later. 
First I’ll tell you. The day I was occupied with the Marshal 
you spent with young Preysing. You went to the concert 
with him.” 

She nodded, still not able to look at him. She was 
hardly listening to what he said but rather to the quality 
of his voice. There was something new in it. It wasn’t 
just his angry voice, purring and sarcastic, shouting at her 
finally with a tinge of hysteria in it. It was low and heavy 
with poignant regret and sadness. 

“And after the concert you met — ako I suppose ‘by 
acddent — ^your prot6g^ Dr. Ditten, the young man you 
knew when hg was a child and have befriended ever 
sincd” 

She was surprised by this. “Ditten? Why, what’s 
important about that? I met him by accident.” 

“There are too many accidents, Ruby. Too many coin- 
cidences. For instance, this one: that Dr. Ditten was the 
man who attended Madam Ritter and made out her death 
certificate.” 

“What!” ^ Her horror was so genuine that even he 
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believed in it for a moment. She looked straight into his 
eyes, blankly, forgetting he was there. “What! I don’t 
believe that.” 

“Then Preysing has made more of a fool of you than I 
thought.” But his voice was a shade lighter, it showed his 
relief at any possibility of her innocence. 

But she wasn’t concerned at this moment with his 
belief in her innocence. So it was Ditten who had sent 
Emmy out alive! And now Kurt would crack him like a 
nut-shell Why hadn’t they told her about Ditten, Ma^ 
and Emmy? Bec^e the fewer who knew it the safer hi 
would be? Only now Kurt, the one who must not know, 
did know. 

“Then there’s the matter of the servant. An old servant 
of the Rftters* named Fritz Keller, who lives here in .the 
village. It was he who claimed the body and brought it 
down here to bury. He turns out to have been a very faithful 
servant indeed. He even testified at her trial.” 

“Well, what of it?” She tried with all ‘her strength 
to speak indifferently. “Madam Ritter is attended by 
young Ditten and dies. Her servant and her son bury her. 
What's wrong?" 

“ When I came here yesterday I was sure something w^as 
wrong,” he said. “My whole instinct warned me. But I 
couldn’t guess what it was for several reasons. I saw you 
and the young man must be in love. I thought you were 
trying to hide it from me. Then later I saw you gazing 
into each other’s eyes and I was nearly blind with jealousy. 
But 1 did see that probably you would try to help Mm. 
Only I didn’t know how you, with your feeble character, 
could possibly do that. And also I didn’t know thsft the 
mother was supposed to have been buried that afternoon. 
As soon as I found that out the whole behaviour of Preysing 
seemed monstrous, incredible, even stupid. Until — quite 
suddenly it became clear. She wasn't dead at all. 

Of course he had to guess. It was too obvious. But 
when had he guessed? Had he already telephoned to town? 
Were they stopped at the airport? If they had got away he 
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had no proof, and the rest of them could lie themselves 
out of it. 

“You see, once I knew she was alive, everything was 
explained: the young man’s strange air of unconcern, or 
rather his concern with other things, the disloyalty that 
I had felt slowly building up in you. It became clearly 
H Worse disloyalty than I feared. It had made you the 
complete tool of that scoundrel, and made you betray 
Ditten into a folly that’s going to cost him his life. And 
onse I knew she was alive I even saw why it was that the 
^two of you so obviously didn’t want to^be together. You 
tried Jo get rid of him to-day. So transparently— my poor 
Ruby! The excursion — ^it was to have kept me out of the 
way while he was free.” • 

.No use talking to him. The less she said now the better. 
It was no longer a question of what he knew. It was what 
he had done or was going to do. It was what he had now 
become, either a man who hated her, or a man who still 
loved her. She sat stupidly turning the Flora about with 
hands slippery with sweat. 

“There is also that wagon coming in this morning,” 
he said. “Ruby, Madam Ritter is in this house, isn’t 
she?” 

“Certainly not,” she said. “Would you like to look?” 
Then she smiled, remembering the clean, empty room 
upstairs. “Really, Kurt — what a story! I had no idea you 
could imagine all this.” 

He looked at her so steadily that she felt abashed. “ Don’t, 
Ruby,” he said. “It’s useless. She is here.” 

“But she’s pot,” she said more eagerly. “No one is 
here,* The poor woman is in her grave and even Mr. Preysing 
seems to have gone off for the day. He passed by early this 
morning.” 

**1. know he’s left his hotel. But hts bags are there. 
His bill is unpaid.” 

“Oh, then he’ll certainly be back and you can question 
him yourself if you like. But perhaps you frightened him 
away. You were horrid to him. He may not come back.” 
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He leaned toward her and said, “Ruby, is it true there 
is no one in your house?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then I must call the police at once.” 

“Police! What for?” She threw out her hand and 
caught his arm as he started to get up. “What for, 
Kurt?” she cried, but her voice rang uiuifraid. Had he 
really not yet called the police? Then they must have got 
away. 

He sat down again, heavily, and she saw how sicluhS 
was. How all his great bulk trembled. “ Why have you don^ 
this to us?” he said. “How could you do it! Don’t you see 
1 wanted to keep you out of the worst of it? I didn’t want 
her found iik your house. That’s why I didn’t telephone 
the police at once. I hoped if I gave him a little time. he 
would come and take her somewhere else. It seems he Has 
done it, so now I must phone and have every road, every 
hotel, every station, every port and airport watched.” 

He hadn’t telephoned yet. But what il diere was no 
space on the plane. 

“They can’t get away. It’s not possible. For one thing 
the woman has no papers. Don’t try to save them. Don’t try 
to save Ditten either. I must have him arrested. And that 
servant.” 

“And me?” she asked. 

“And you?” lie put his elbows on the table and buried 
his face in his hands. 

“What a herol” she said lightly. (Perhaps they were 
already in the plane.) “But you don’t have to be a hd'o. 
There’s nothing to be heroic about. No pne’s here. No 
one’s anywhere. The young man has left. It’s silly to 
take Ditten and the old servant. You couldn’t prove any- 
thing and you’d only make a fool of yourself.” 

He said nothing and she couldn’t see his face. Only 
his delicate hands and his big gold signet ring. 

“Kurt, you know you hate to be made a fool of. After 
all, I really can’t let you. You’d call up the police and 
they’d all laugh at you. Rudi would love a joke like that 
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on you. He would say, ‘ Well, where is the woman?’ You 
can’t produce her, can you? Let’s forget it all, shall we? 
Let me give you some coffee. We’ll have our excursion. 
What time is it, anyway?” 

She raised herself to look out at the clock in the hall, 
but she never got that far, for he said, “I will have the 
ooffin exhumed.” 

She sank back and he took his hands down and said, 
“Oh, your face, Rubyl It teUs everything. I don’t even 
to do it. But I tviH.” 

^ The shock of that passed and she wattjied him, knowing 
I that everything now hung on what she could do with 
him. 'He was the only one who knew and if she could 
control his knowledge they were safe. Whethei they caught 
the. first plane or not, they were safe. And so wfte Ditten 
and old Fritz And she ^o would be safe, and her own 
new life, clean of all these horrors and clean of Kurt himself, 
could begin again. But th^ couldn’t be free of him unless 
she was able* to use all she knew of him to seduce him. 
What did she know of him ? Mostly his love and his anger, 
his sickness of body and spirit. How many times had she 
drawn him back from the brink of the darkness waiting 
for both of them — ^how she must draw him back again if 
she could. 

“Ruby,” he muttered, “if you had only been clever, if 
you had only kept yourself clear in this. You shouldn’t 
have let them bring that woman here. I don’t care now 
for your lying. I don’t care that you cheated me. I only 
wish you’d been clever.” 

“Well, I wasji’t ” she said “That can’t be helped now. 
Wha?is going to happen to me?” 

“I don’t know ” • 

“Will I be arrested?” 

He leaned his head in his hands again and she heard 
him breathing like a tired cart*horse straining up a hill. 
He said again, “Why did you do this?” Then he added in 
a low, ashamed voice, “You must go away at once. At 
first it won’t come out that you’re involved and luckily 
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she won’t be foiind in your house. Go while you can. 
You’d better go at once.” 

Her whole body seemed suddenly to stream upward 
like a volatile essence. Oh, to be free 1 “But if I go,” she 
said, “you’ll go through with it just the same? You’ll catch 
them if you can? You’ll arrest Ditten and the old man?” 

“I have no choice.” • 

“ Why should I go then ? To save myself, or to spare you ?” 

“If you must have it so — to spare me. You know, Ruby, 

I loved you.” ^ * 

“Don’t speak pf love,” she said gently. “For fifteeh 
yeai s I’ve known your love. Do you think I reallpr care . 
what happens to me?” 

He looked up at her with outraged, bloodshot eyes, 
and she saw what she was doing now. By instinct rather 
than plan, she wasn’t drawing him back from the worst 
but pushing him toward it, and herself with him. Perhaps 
that was the only way. And strangely she saw that whatever 
else was happening now, it was also the clknax of their 
years together. They were drawing closer and closer. 
Emmy and Mark, the others, were far outside. It was she 
and Kurt going down into a darkness together. 

“You’re trying to hurt me mortally,” he said. “You 
know you can do it. Even after the awful blows you’ve 
given me you can still hurt me. Well, go ahead. Spoil 
everything we’ve had ” 

“You’ve spoiled it,” she said, “you’ve made it dirty 
and cruel and mean.” 

“Hushl” he cried. “It’s dead then, since you say it is. 
Leave it alone. But I came here hoping against hope to 
save you.” * » 

“ Every one wants to save someone else,” she said mock- 
ingly, “and now you want to be heroic too. You’ve always 
wanted to be a sort of God, haven’t you? Oh, I can see you 
being God. Pulling your wretched Ruby out of the mire. 
Then I would grovel and say, ‘ Forgive mel I love no one 
but you.’” 

“Do you think I want to turn you over to them?” 
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"No. But if you arrest the others you’ll have to. Because 
I’ll be Tight here.” 

“If you won’t go then you must keep your mouth shut. 
You mustn’t say anything.” 

“Oh, but I will. I’ll say everything. Imagine what it 
will be like, Kurt. First there’ll be the trial. All of us 
there together.” She spoke in a low voice, leaning over so 
that her head almost touched his, and his glassy blue eyes 
were close to hers. The monocle had dropped and he hadn’t 
Hojiced it. She smelled the dye in his uniform, brought 
out by the heat in his body. He sat ^ though he were 
^und, a great, labouring animal breathing with terror, 
bound too tightly to stir. 

“Just imagine, Kurt, how we’ll stand there. How they 
will stare at us I You’ll be there, of course. ,* That’s the 
man who turned his mistress over to the police,’ they’ll 
say. ‘What a patriot!’ ‘And there’s the woman who 
betrayed him for the sake of a nobody.’ 

“You thiak I’m so shy and timid, don’t you? But I 
won’t be. I’ll say everything I can think of. I’ll say you 
did it from jealousy. I’ll say you’re a half-mad, sick creature, 
not fit to be on your feet. 

“ I’ll insult them, too. I’ll tell them I loathe the country 
and every one in it. That I’d betray it over and over if I 
had the chance. I’ll make them be cruel to me, do fearful 
things to me. And you’ll have to see it.” 

He reached across and seized her arm and shook it till 
long arrows of pain sprang from his fingers. His fingers 
were rigid and couldn’t let go of her. “Keep still 1” he 
cried. “You’re crazy. Keep still!” 

“Yes, I am.* But it’s because I’ve always been afraid 
of you. I’ve always known you had a kind of madness 
and blackness in you. Well, now you can let it go. Now 
you can get what you always wanted. You suffered because 
the world wouldn’t let you be great enough, God-like. 
Now you can be God at last; a funny, smoked, black 
image of a god out of the past, out of the night of every- 
thing old and ugly.” 
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“Rubyl” He let go of her arm and she could hear his 
breath whistle in his throat. 

“Be God,” she said gently, “be God at last.” 

With great slowness and caution he put his hands on 
the table and raised himself out of his chair. He stood 
leaning over her, supported by his hands. 

“You’ll do what you must,” he said. Each word came 
like a stone dropped. “ And I’ll do what I must.” 

She looked up at him and saw with great lucidity what 
she had done to him. Also she saw that at last he, unljk^ 
herself, had been ^ble to see an issue more important thart 
themselves. And because of this, though all she had said 
was true, there remained a glimmer of something 'noble 
in him. Something to remind her of what he was when 
she first know him. When she hadn’t seen him as a great, 
arrogant lord in his own land, or even a lover who would 
bring disaster or happiness, but simply as a man struggling 
to recover from awful wounds of body and spirit, clinging 
in despair to the one thing that seemed to him unbroken 
in chaos — the integrity of his people and his race. 

His grip on the table slowly relaxed and slowly he fell 
forward, the table and the little Flora crackling under him 
as he fell. She sat on the couch watching without a cry 
or a movement, till he lay huddled at her feet. 

Then suddenly she screamed, “Julil” 

Juh came running from across the hall and it was she 
who kneeled down by him and lifted his red, swollen head 
and tore open the collar of his tunic. 

“Is he dead?” she asked. * 

“No, no,” Juli assured her. “He’s quitf alive, God be 
thanked. It’s a stroke.” * * 

“I alwaj^ thought he’d have one,” she said. 

She saw against his neck tlie little gold medal she had 
once given him hanging by a thread of gold. His breathing 
was ugly and stertorous now and filled the room, but 
through it the golden clock in the hall struck ten and played 
the first four bars of Foi che sapett. 

He’ll be sick a long time, she thought, looking at the 
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medal caught in the pale hair at the base of his neck. I 
brought that to him fivm Rome. 

Now that’s over. But how Kurt will hate being sickl 

Juli put a cushion under his head and ran to the closet 
beneath the stairs to telephone a doctor. 

On the landing the door opened and the professor 
said; “Did any one call?” Hearing no answer he closed 
the door. 

The bell rang and Kathe opened the front door. She 
s{>Qke to someone then closed it. She came and stood in 
,Ae drawing-room, struck dumb with cuposity and horror, 
telegram,” she whispered, holding it out in her hand. 

In the miisic-room Sully played, “The Bird is Prophet.” 

The Countess held out her hand for the tekgram. 

I’ll have to take him to Italy, she thoughts *He needs 
a long rest. He needs the sun. 

She seemed to s^e the years ahead, herself a trembling 
old woman, ^tting on a terrace in the sun. And beside her a 
sick and querulous old man. Someone was saying, “ There’s 
the painter, the famous one.” And the man who passed 
could by no means recognize her, nor indeed could she 
really recognize him. 

This she thought, is what I actually saw in the vestibule 
just as he was leaving. And curiously she found a con- 
solation in it, as soft grey twilight began to settle over 
her. 

* THE END 
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